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TIME CRIME

BY H. BEAM PIPER

First of Two Parts. The Paratime Police had a real headache thistime! Tracingonemanin a
population of millions is easy—compared to finding one gang hiding out on one of billions of
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ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION

Kiro Soran, the guard captain, stood in the shadow of the veranda roof, his white cloak thrown back to



digolay the scarlet lining. He rubbed his padm reflectively on the checkered butt of his revolver and

watched the four men at the table.
"And ten tens are a hundred,” one of the clerks in blue jackets said, adding another stack to the pile of

gold coins.
"Nineteen hundreds" one of the pair in dirty striped robes agreed, taking a sone from the box in front of
him and throwing it away. Only one stone remained. "One more hundred to pay.”

One of the blue-jacketed plantation clerks made a tdly mark; his companion counted out coins, ten and

ten and ten.
Dosu Golan, the plantation manager, tapped impatiently on his polished boot leg with a thin riding whip.
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"I dont like this" he said, in another and entirdy different language. "I know, chaited davery's an
established custom on this sector, and we have to conform to loca usages, but it sickens me to have to
heggle with [Py 3)these swine over the price of human beings. On the Zarkantha Sector, we used nathing

but free wage-labor."

"Migratory workers" the guard captain said. "Humeanitarian consderations aside, | can think of a lot
better ways of meeting the labor problem on a fruit plantation than by buying daves you need for three

months a year and have to feed and quarter and clothe and doctor the whole twelve."
"Twenty hundreds of obus," the clerk who had been counting the money said. "That is the payment, is it



not, Coru-hin-lrigod?’
"Thet is the payment,” the dave dedler replied.

The clerk swept up the remaining coins, and his companion took them over and put them in an
iron-bound chest, snapping the padlock. The two guards who had been loitering @ one Sde dung ther
rifles and picked up the chest, carrying it into the plantation house. The dave deder and his companion
arose, putting their money into a leather bag; Coru-hin-lIrigod turned and bowed to the two men in white
cloaks.

"The daves are yours, noble lords" he said.

Across the plantation yard, 9x more men in striped robes, with carbines dung across thar backs,
approached; with them came another man in a hooded white cloak, and two guards in blue jackets and
red caps, with bayoneted rifles. The man in white and his armed attendants came toward the house; the
gx Calera davers continued across the yard to where their horses were picketed.

"If I do not offend the noble lords, then,” Coru-hin-Irigod said, "I beg their sufferance to depart. | and my
men have far to ride if we would reach Careba by nightfdl. The Lord, the Great Lord, the Lord God
Safar watch between us until we mest again.”

Urado Alatana, the labor foreman, came up onto the porch as the two davers went down.
"Have a good look at them, Radd?' the guard captain asked.

"You think I'm crazy enough to let those bandits out of here with two thousand obus—forty thousand
Paratempora Exchange Units—of the Company's money without knowing what we're getting?* the other
paried. "They're dl rignt—nice, clean, hedthy-looking lot. | did everything but take them apart and
ingoect the pieces while they were being unshackled a the stockade. I'd like to know where this
Coru-hinrWhatshisname got them, though. They're not locd guff. Lot darker, and they're jabbering
among themsdvesin somelingo | never heard before. A few are wearing some rags of dothing, and they
have odd-looking sandals. | noticed that most of them showed marks of recent whipping. That may mean
they're troublesome, or it may just mean that these Caleras are alot of saditic brutes.”

"Poor devild" The man cdled Dosu[pg 4] Golan was evidently hoping that hed never catch himsdf taking
about fdlow humans like that. The guard captain turned to him.

"Coming to have alook at them, Doth?" he asked.
"You go, Kirv; I'l see them later.”

"Sill not able to look the Company's property in the face?' the captain asked gently. "Youll not get used
to it any sooner than now.”

"I suppose you're right." For a moment Dosu Golan watched Coru-hin-Irigod and his followers canter
out of the yard and break into a gdlop on the road beyond. Then he tucked his whip under his arm. "All



right, then. Let's go see them."

The labor foreman went into the house; the manager and the guard captain went down the steps and set
out across the yard. A big dat-sided wagon, drawn by four horses, driven by an old dave in a blue
smock and athing like a sunbonnet, rumbled past, loaded with newly-picked oranges. Blue woodsmoke
was beginning to rise from the stoves a the open kitchen and a couple of daves were noisly chopping
wood. Then they came to the stockade of close-set pointed poles. A guard sergeant in a red-trimmed
blue jacket, armed with a revolver, met them with a salute which Kiro Soran returned: he unfastened the
gate and motioned four or five riflemen into positions from which they could fire in between the polesin
case the daves turned on thelr new owners.

There seemed little danger of that, though Kiro Soran kept his hand close to the butt of his revolver. The
daves, an even hundred of them, squatted under avnings out of the sun, or stood in line to drink at the
water-butt. They furtivdly watched the two men who had entered among them, as though expecting
blows or kicks, when none were forthcoming, they relaxed dightly. As the labor foreman had said, they
were clean and looked hedthy. They were dl nearly naked; there were about as many women as men,
but no children or old people.

"Radd's right," the captain told the new manager. "They're not loca. Much darker skins, and different
face-structure; faces wedge-shaped ingead of ovd, and differently shaped noses, and brown eyes
indead of black. I've seen people like that, somewhere, but—"

He fdl slent. A suspicion, utterly fantagtic, had begun to form in his mind, and he stepped closer to a
group of a dozen-odd, the manager falowing him. One or two had been unmerafully lashed, not long
ago, and dl bore afew lash-marks. Odd sort of marks, more like burn-blisters than welts. Hed have to
have the Company doctor look at them. Then he caught their speech, and the suspicion was converted to
certainty.

"These are not like the others: they wear fine garments, and walk[pg 5] proudly. They look stern, but not
cruel. They are the red magters here; the others are but servants.”

He grasped the manager's am and drew him aside.

"You know that language?' he asked. When the man cdled Dosu Golan shook his head, he continued:
"That's Kharanda; it's a didect spoken by a people in the Ganges Valey, in India, on the Kholghoor
Sector of the Fourth Leve."

Dosu Golan blinked, and his face went blank for a moment.
"You mean they're from outtime?' he demanded. "Are you sure?’

"I did two years on Fourth Leved Kholghoor with the Paratime Police, before | took this job,” the man
cdled Kiro Soran replied. "And another thing. Those lash-marks were made with some kind of an
electric whip. Not these rawhide quirts the Caeras use”

It took the plantation manager dl of five seconds to add that up. The answer frightened him.



"Kirv, thisis going to make a Smply hideous uproar, dl the way up to Home Time Line man office he
sad. "l don't know what I'm going to do—"

"Wadl, | know what | have to do." The captain raised his voice, uang the locd language: " Sergeant! Run
to the guardhouse, and tel Sergeant Adarada to mount up twenty of his men and take off after those
Caeras who sold us these daves. They're headed down the road toward the river. Tdl him to bring them
dl back, and especidly thar chief, Coru-hin-lrigod, and him | want dive and able to answer questions.
And then get the white-cloak lord Urado Alatena, and come back here.”

"Yes, cgptain.” The guards were dl Y arana people; they didiked Cderas intensdly. The sergeant threw a
sdute, turned, and ran.

"Next, well have to isolae these daves” Kiro Soran said. "Youd better make a full report to the
Company as soon as possible. I'm going to trangpose to Police Termind Time Line and make my report
to the Sector-Regiona Subchief. Then—"

"Now wait a moment, Kirv,” Dosu Golan protested. "After dl, I'm the manager, even if | am new here.
It's up to me to make the decisons—"

Kiro Soran shook his head. "Sorry, Doth. Not this one" he said. "You know the terms under which |
was hired by the Company. I'm 4ill a fidd agent of the Paratime Police, and I'm reporting back on duty
as soon as | can transpose to Police Termind. Look; here are a hundred men and women who have
been shifted from one time-line, on one paratempora sector of probability, to another. Why, the world
from which these people came doesn't even exig in this space-time continuum. There's only one way they
could have gotten here, and that's the way we did—in a Ghddron[pg 6]-Hesthor paratemporal
trangposition field. You can carry it on from there as far as you like, but the only thing it adds up to is a
case for the Paratime Police. You had better include in your report mention that 1've reverted to police
gatus, my Company pay ought to be stopped as of now. And until somebody who outranks me is sent
here, I'm in complete charge. Paratime Trangpostion Code, Section XVII, Article 238."

The plantation manager nodded. Kiro Soran knew how he mus fed; he laid a hand gently on the younger
man's shoulder.

"You understand how it is, Doth; thisis the only thing | can do.”

"I understand, Kirv. Count on me for absolutely anything." He looked at the brown-skinned daves, and
lines of horror and loathing appeared around his mouth. "To think that some of our own people would do
athing likethid | hope you can catch the devild Are you trangposing out, now?'

"In afew minutes. While I'm gone, have the doctor look a those whip-injuries. Those things could get
infected. Fortunately, he's one of our own people.”

"Yes, of course. And I'll have these daves isolated, and if Adarada brings back Coru-hin-lrigod and his
gang before you get back, Il have them locked up and walting for you. | suppose you want to
narco-hypnotize and question the whole lot, daves and davers?'



The labor foreman, known locdly as Urado Alatena, entered the stockade.
"What's wrong, Kirv?' he asked.

The Paratime Police agent told him, briefly. The labor foreman whistled, threw a quick glance at the
nearest daves, and nodded.

"I knew there was something funny about them,” he said. "Doth, what a smply beastly thing to happen,
two days after you take charge here!”

"Not hisfault," the Paratime Police agent said. "I'm the one the Company'll be sore &, but 1'd rather have
them down on me rather than old Tortha Karf. Well, st on the lid till | get back,” he told both of them.
"WEell need some kind of a story for the locds. Let's sse—Explain to the guards, in the hearing of some
of the more talkative daves, that these daves are from the Asan mainland, thet they are of a people
friendly to our people, and that they were kidnaped by pirates, our enemies. That ought to explain
evarything satisfactorily.”

On hisway back to the plantation house, he saw a dump of loca daves aring curioudy at the stockade,
and noticed that the guards had undung their rifles and fixed their bayonets. None of them had any ideg,
of course, of what had happened, but they dl seemed to know, by some sort of ESP, that something was
serioudy wrong. It was going to get worse, too, when strangers began arriving, ap[Pg 7]parently from
nowhere, a the plantation.

Verkan Vdl waited until the smdl, dark-eyed woman across the circular table had helped hersdf from
one of the bowls on the revolving disk in the middle, then rotated it to bring the platter of cold boar-ham
around to himsdf.

"Want some of this, Ddla?' he asked, trandferring a dice of ham and a spoonful of wine sauce to his
plate.

"No, Il have some of the venison,” the black-haired gifl beside hm said. "And some of the pickled
beans. Well be getting our fill of pork, for the next month.”

"I thought the Dwarma Sector people were vegetarians,” Jandar Jard, the thegtrical designer, said. "Mogt
nonviolent peoples are, aren't they?'

"W, the Dwarma people haven't any specific taboo againg taking life" Bronnath Zara, the dark-eyed
womean in the brightly colored gown, told him. "They're just utterly noncombative, nonaggressive. When |
was on the Dwarma Sector, there was a horrible scandal & the village where | was staying. It seems that
afarmer and a mesat butcher fought over the price of a pig. They actudly raised their voices and shouted
contradictions at each other. That happened two years before, and people were dill talking about it."

"I didn't think they had any money, either,” Verkan Vdl's wife, Hadron Ddla, said.



"They don't,” Zara said. "It'sdl barter and trade. What are you and Vdl going to use for a visble means
of support, while you're there?'

"Oh, | have my mandalin, and I've learned dl the traditiond Dwarma songs by hypno-mech,” Ddla said.
"And Trandime Tours isfitting Val out with a bag of tools, he's going to do repair work and carpentry.”

"Oh, good; youll be welcome anywhere" Zara, the sculptress, said. "They're dways glad to entertain a
gnger, and for people who do the fine decorative work they do, they're the most incompetent practical
mechanics |'ve ever seen or heard of. Y ou're going to travel from village to village?!

"Yes The cover-gory is that were lovers who have Ieft our village in order not to make Val's former
wife unhappy by our presence," Ddlasaid.

"Oh, good! That's entirdy in the Dwarma romantic tradition,” Bronnath Zara approved. "Ordinaily, you
know, they don't like to travel. They have a saying: 'Happy are the trees, they abide in thar own place;
sad are the winds, forever they wander.' But thet'll be afine explanaion.”

Thavan Dras, the big man with the black beard and the long red coat and cloth-of-gold sash who
lounged in the host's sest, laughed.

"I can just see Vdl mending pots, and Ddla playing that mandolin and snging,” he said. "At leadt, youll
be getting away from police work. | don't[Py 8 suppose they have anything like police on the Dwarma
Sector?'

"Oh, no; they don't even have any such concept,” Bronnath Zara said. "When somebody does something
wrong, his neighbors dl come and talk to him about it till he gets ashamed, then they dl forgive him and
have a feast. They're lovely people, so kind and gentle. But youll get anfully tired of them in about a
month. They have absolutdly no respect for anybody's privacy. In fact, it seems dightly indecent to them
for anybody to want privecy."

One of Thadvan Dras human servants came into the room, coughed apologeticaly, and sad:
"A visphone-cdl for His Vdor, the Mavrad of Nerros."

Vdl went on nibbling ham and wine sauce; the servant repeated the announcement a trifle more loudly.



"V, you're being paged!" Thavan Dras told him, with a touch of impatience.

Verkan Vdl looked blank for an ingant, then grinned. It had been so long since he had even bothered to
think about that antiquated title of nobility—

"Vdl's probably forgotten that he has atitle a girl across the table, wearing an dmost transparent gown
and nothing else, laughed.

"That's something the Mavrad of Mnirna and Thalvabar never forgets™ Jandar Jard drawled, with what,
inawoman, would have been cattishness.

Thavan Dras gave him a hedtily repressed look of venomous anger, then said something, more to Verkan
Vdl than to Jandar Jard, about titles of nobility being the marks of socid position and respongbility which
their[Pg 9] bearers should never forget. That jab, Val thought, falowing the servant out of the room, had
been a mistake on Jard's part. A music-drama, for which he had designed the settings, was due to open
here in Dhergabar in another ten days. Thavan Dras would cherish spite, and a word from the Mavrad of
Mnirna and Thavabar would set a dozen critics to disparaging Jandar's work. On the other hand, maybe
it had been smart of Jandar Jard to antagonize Thavan Dras; for every critic who bowed davidhly to the
wedthy nobleman, there were at least two more who detested him unutterably, and they would rush to
Jandar Jard's defense, and in the ensuing uproar, the settings would get more publicity than the drama
itdf.

In the visphone booth, Vadl found a girl in a green blouse, with the Paratime Police indgne on her
shoulder, looking out of the screen. Thewdl behind her was pae green striped in gold and black.

"Helo, Eldra" he greeted her.



"Hdlo, Chief's Assgant: I'm sorry to bother you, but the Chief wants to talk to you. Just a moment,
please”

The screen exploded into a kaleidoscopic flash of lights and colors, then cleared again. This time, a man
looked out of it. He was wdl into middle age; close to his three hundredth year. His har, a uniform
iron-gray, was beginning to thinin front, and he was acquiring the beginnings of a double chin. His name
was Tortha Karf, and he was Chief of Paratime Police, and Verkan Vdl's superior.

"Hdlo, Vdl. Glad | was able to locate you. When are you and Ddlaleaving?'

"As soon as we can get away from this luncheon, here. Oh, say an hour. We're taking a rocket to
Zarabar, and trangpoang from there to Passenger Termind Sixteen, and from there to the Dwarma
Sector."

"Wadl, Vdl, | hate to bother you like this" Tortha Karf said, "but | wish you'd stop by Headquarters on
your way to the rocketport. Something's come up—it may be a very nasty business—and I'd like to tak
to you about it."

"Wdl, Chief, let me remind you that this vacation, which I've had to postpone four times dready, has
been overdue for four years" Val said.

"Yes Vdl, | know. Youve been working very hard, and you and Ddla are entitled to a little time
together. | just want you to look into something, before you leave.”

"It have to take some fast looking. Our rocket blasts off in two hours™”

"It may take a little longer; if it does, you and Ddla can transpose to Police Termind and take a rocket
for Zarabar Equivdent, and transpose from there to Passenger Sixteen. It would save time if you brought
Ddlawith you to Headquarters.”

"Ddlawont likethis" Val under[py 10| Stated.

"No. I'm afraid not." Tortha Karf looked around apprehensively, as though esimaing the damage an
enraged Hadron Ddla could do to his office furnishings. "Well, try to get here as soon as you can.”

Thavan Dras was holding forth, when Val returned, on one of his favorite preoccupations.

"... Reason I'm taking such an egpecidly active interest in this year's Arts Exhibitions 1've become
disturbed at the extent to which so many of our artists have been content to derive ther motifs, even their
techniques, from outtime art.” He was usng his vocowriter, rather than his conversationd, voice. "l yidd
to no one in my gppreciation of outtime art—you al know how devotedly | collect objects of art from dl
over paraime—but our own artists should endeavor to express their artistic vaues in our own artidic
idioms”



V| bent over hiswifée's shoulder.

"We have to leave, right away," he whispered.

"But our rocket doesn't blagt off for two hours—"

Thavan Dras had stopped talking and was looking at them in annoyance.

"I have to go to Headquarters before we leave. Itll save timeif you come dong.”

"Oh, no, Vdl!" She looked a him in congternation. "Was that Tortha Karf, cdling?' She replaced her
plate on the table and got to her fedt.

"I'm dreadfully sorry, Dras" he addressed their hogt. "I just had a cdl from Tortha Karf. A few minor
Oetalls that must be cleared up, before | leave Home Time Line. If youll accept our thanks for a
wonderful luncheon—"

"Why, certainly, Val. Brogoth, will you cdl—" He gave a dight chuckle. "I'm so used to having Brogoth
Zdn a my dbow that I'd forgotten he wasn't here. Wait. I'll call one of the servants to have a car for
you."

"Don't bother; well take an aircab,” Vdl told him.

"But you Smply can't take a public cab!" The black-bearded nobleman was shocked at such an obscene
idea. "'l will have a car ready for you in a few minutes"

"Sorry, Dras; we have to hurry. Well get a cab on the roof. Good-by, everybody; sorry to have to break
away like this. See you dl when we get back.”

Hadron Ddla watched degjectedly as the green crags and escarpments of the Paratime Building loomed
above the city in front of them, and began dipping under the aircab. She fet like a prisoner recaptured a
the moment when attempted escape was about to succeed.

"I knew it," she said. "I knew hed find something. He's trying to break things up between us, the way he
[Pg 11] did twenty years ago.”

Vdl crushed out his cigarette and said nothing. That hadn't been true, and she knew it as wel as he did.
There had been many other factors involved in the disintegration of their previous marriage, most of them
of her own contribution. But that had been twenty years ago, she told hersdf. This time it would be
different, if only—

"Redly, Vdl, he's never liked me™" she went on. "He's jedlous of me, | think. You're to be his successor,



when he retires, and he thinks I'm not a good influence—"

"Oh, rubbish, Ddla The Chief has dways liked you,” Vdl replied. "If he didn't, do you think held aways
be inviting us to tha fam of his on Ffth Levd Sdly? It's jus tha this job of ours has no end;
something's dway's turning up, outtime.”

The mudc that the cab had been playing died away. "Paratime Building, just below,” it said, in a light
feminine voice. "Which landing stage, please?’ Vdl leaned forward and punched at the buttons in front of
him. Something in the cab's dectronic brain gave a rapid series of clicks as it shifted from the generd
Paratime Building beam to the beam of the Paratime Police landing stage, then it said, "Thank you." The
building below seemed to rotate upward toward them as it settled down. Then the antigrav-fidld snapped
off, the cab door popped open, and the cab said: "Good-by, now. Ride with me again, sometime.”

They crossed the landing stage, entered the antigrav shaft, and floated downward; a the end of a
halway, below, Val opened the door of Tortha Karf's office and ushered her through ahead of him.

Tortha Karf, ingde the semicircle of his desk, was spesking into a recording phone as they approached.
He shut off the machine and waved, a cigarette in his hand.

"Come on back and gt down,” he invited. "Be with you in a moment.” Then he switched on the phone
agan and went on taking—something about prompter evauaion and transmisson of reports and less
reliance on robot equipment. "Sgn that up, my persond order, and see it's tranamitted to everybody
down to and induding Sector Regiond Subchief levd," he finished, then hung up the phone and turned to
them.

"Sorry about this" he said. "St down, if you please. Cigarettes?’

She shook her head and sat down in one of the chairs behind the desk; she started to rdax and then
caught hersdf and sat erect, her hands on her |ap.

"This won't interfere with your vacation, Val," Tortha Karf was saying. "l just need a little help before
you transpose out.”

"We have to catch the rocket for Zarabar in an hour and a hdf," Ddlareminded him.[Pg 12]

"Dont worry about thet; if you missthe commercia rocket, our police rockets can give it an hour's Sart
and pass it before it gets to Zardbar," Tortha Karf said. Then he turned to Val. "Herés what's
happened,” he said. "One of our fidd agents on detached duty as guard captain for Consolidated Outtime
Foodstuffs on afruit plantation in western North America, Third Level Esaron Sector, was looking over
alot of daves who had been sold to the plantation by a locd dave dealer. He heard them taking among
themsalves—in Kharanda."

Ddla caught the significance of that before Vdl did. At first, she was puzzled; then, in spite of hersdf, she
was horrified and angry. Tortha Karf was explaning to Vdl just where and on what paratempora sector
Kharanda was spoken.



"No posshility that this agent, Skordran Kirv, could have been mistaken. He worked for a while on
Kholghoor Sector, himsdf; knew the language by hypno-mech and by two years use" Tortha Karf was
sying. "So he ordered himsdf back on duty, had the daves isolated and the dave deders arrested, and
then trangposed to Police Termind to report. The SecReg Subchief, old Vulthor Tharn, confirmed him in
charge at this Esaron Sector plantation, and assgned him a couple of detectives and a psychig.”

"When was this?' V|l asked.
"Y esterday. One-Five-Nine Day. About 1500 locd time"
"Twenty-three hundred Dhergabar time" Vdl commented.

"Yes. And | jugt found out about it. Came in in the late moming generdized report-digest; very
inconspicuous item, no specia urgency symbal or anything. Fortunately, one of the report editors spotted
it and messaged Police Termind for a copy of the origind report.”

"It's been along time since we had anything like that,” Val said, sudying the glowing tip of his cigarette,
his face wearing the curioudy withdrawvn expression of a conscious memory recal. "Hfty years ago; the
time that gang kidnaped some girls from Second Leve Triplanetary Empire Sector and sold them into the
harem of some Fourth Leve Indo-Turanian sultan.”

"Yes That was your firg independent case, Val. That was when | began to think you'd redly make a
cop. One renegade Firg Leve dtizen and four or five ServSec Prole hoodlums, with a stolen fifty-foot
conveyer. Thislooks like a rather more ambitious operation.” Dala got one of her own cigarettes out and
litit. VAl and Tortha Karf were taking cop talk about method of operation and possible sze of the gang
involved, and why the daves had been shipped dl the way from India to the west coast of North
America[pg 13|

"Always ready sde for daves on the Esaron Sector,” Vdl was saying. "And so many andl independent
states, and different languages, that outtimers wouldn't be particularly conspicuous.”

"And with this barbarian invason going on on the Kholghoor Sector, daves could be picked up chesgply,”
Tortha Karf added.

In spite of her determination to boycott the conversation, curiodty began to get the better of her. She had
spent a year and a hdf on the Kholghoor Sector, invedtigating aleged psychic powers of the locd priests.
Thered been nothing to it—the prophecies weren't precognition, they were shrewd inferences, and the
miracles weren't psychokiness, they were deight-of-hand. She found hersdf asking:

"What barbarian invason's this?'

"Oh, Centrd Asan nomadic people, the Croutha" Tortha Karf told her. "They came down through
Khyber Pass about three months ago, turned east, and hit the headwaters of the Ganges. Without
punching a lot of buttons to find out exactly, 1'd say they're hdfway to the ddlta country by now. Leader
seems to be a chigftain cdled Llamh Droogh the Red. A lot of paratime trading companies are ydling for
permits to introduce firearms in the Kholghoor Sector to protect their holdings there."



She nodded. The Fourth Levd Kholghoor Sector belonged to wha was known as
Indus-Ganges-Irriwady Basic Sector-Grouping—yprobability of dvilization having developed late on the
Indian subcontinent, with the rest of the world, induding Europe, in Stone Age savagery or early Bronze
Age barbarism. The Kharandas, the people among whom she had once done field-research work, had
developed a pre-mechanica, anima-power, handcraft, edge-weapon culture. She could imagine the
roads janmed with fugitives from the barbarian invaders, the conveyer hidden among the trees, the
lurking davers—

Watch it, Ddla Don' let the old scoundrd play on your fedingd

"Wdl, what do you want me to do, Chief?' Val was asking.

"Wl | have to know just what this Stuation's likdy to develop into, and | want to know why Vulthor
Tharn's been gtting on this ever since Skordran Kirv reported it to him—"

"I can answer the second one now,” Vdl replied. "Vulthor Tharn is due to retire in a few years. He has a
negatively good, undistinguished record. He's trying to play it safe”

Tortha Karf nodded. "That'swhat | thought. Look, Val; suppose you and Dala transpose from here to
Police Termind, and go to Novilan Equivdent, and give this a quick look-over and report to me, and
then rocket to Zarabar Equivaent and go on with your trip to the Dwarma Sector. It may delay you eight
or ten hours, but—"[Pg 14]

"Closer twenty-four,” Vdl said. "I'd have to trangpose to this plantation, on the Esaron Sector. How
about it, Dala? Would you want to do that?'

She hesitated for a moment, angry with him. He didn't want to refuse, and he was trying to make her do it
for him.

"I know, it's a confounded impogtion, Ddla" Tortha Karf told her. "But it's important that | get a prompt
and full estimate of the Stuation. This may be something very serious. If it's an isolated incident, it can be
handled in a routine manner, but I'm afraid it's not. It has dl the marks of a large-scale operation, and if
this is a matter of mass kidnapings from one sector and trangpositions to another, you can see what a
threet thisis to the Paratime Secret.”

"Mord consderations entirdy aside,” Vdl said. "We don't need to discuss them; they're too obvious™

She nodded. For over twelve millennia, the people of her race and Vadl's and Tortha Karf's had been
exiding as paradites on dl the innumerable other worlds of dternate probability on the laterd dimenson
of ime. Smart parasites never injure their hogts, and try never to reved ther existence.

"We could do that, couldn't we, VdI?' she asked, angry a hersdf now for giving in. "And if you want to
question these daves, | speak Kharanda, and | know how they think. And I'm a qudified and licensed



narco-hypnotic technician.”

"W, that's splendid, Ddla" Tortha Karf enthused. "Wait a moment; I'll message Police Termind to
have a rocket ready for you."

"Il need a hypno-mech for Kharanda, mysdf,” Vdl sad. "Ddla do you know Acdan?' When she
shook her head, he turned back to Tortha Karf. "Look; it's about a four-hour rocket hop to Novilan
Equivdent. Say we have the hypno-mech machines inddled in the rocket; Ddla and | can take our
language lessons on the way, and be ready to go to work as soon as we land.”

"Good ideg," Tortha Karf approved. "I'l order that done, right away. Now—"

Oddly enough, she wasn't feding so angry, now that she had committed hersdf and Val. Come to think
of it, she had never been on Police Termind Time Line very few people, outsde the Paratime Police,
ever had. And, she had dways wanted to learn more about Vdl's work, and participate in it with him.
And if shed made him refuse, it would have been something ugly between them dl the time they would
be on the Dwarma Sector. But this way—

Thebig circular conveyer room was crowded, as it had been every minute of every day for the past ten
thousand years. At the great circular desk in the center, departing or returning police officers were
checking in or out with[py 15| the flat-topped cylindrical robot clerks, or taking to humen attendants.
Some were in the regulation green uniform; others, like himsdf, were in dvilian clothes, more were in
outtime costumes from dl over paratime. Fringed robes and cloth-of-gold sashes and conicd caps from
the Second Leve Khiftan Sector; Fourth Levd Proto-Aryan mal and hedmets, the short tunics and kilts
of Fourth Level Alexandrian-Roman Sector; the Zarkantha loindoth and fdt cap and daggers; there were
priestly vestments iff with gold, and military uniforms; there were trousers and jackboots and bare legs,
blasters, and swords, and pigtols, and bows and quivers, and spears. And the place was loud with a
babd of voices and the clatter of teleprinters.




Ddla was looking about her in surprised ddight; for her, the vacation had dready begun. He was glad;
for awhile, he had been afraid that she would be unhappy about it. He guided her through the crowd to
the desk, spoke for a while to one of the human attendants, and found out which was their conveyer. It
was a fixed-destination shuttler, operative only between Home Time Line and Police Termind, from
which mogt of the Paratime Police operations were routed. He put Ddl in through the diding door,
followed, and closed it behind him, locking it. Then, before he closed the gating switch, he drew a
pistallike weapon and checked it.

In theory, the Ghaldron-Hesthor paratemporal transposition fidd was uninfluenced by materid objects
outgde it. In practice, however, such objects occasondly intruded, and sometimes they were dive and
hogtile. The lagt time he had been in this conveyer room, he had seen a quartet of returning officers
emerge from a conveyer dome[pPg 16] dragging a dead lion by the tal. The Sgmaray needler, which he
carried, was the only weapon which could be used, under the circumstances. It had no effect whatever
on any materid sructure and could be used indde an activated conveyer without deranging the
conductor-mesh, as, say, abullet or the vibration of an ultrasonic parayzer would do, and it was ingantly
fad to anything having a central nervous system. It was a good weapon to use outtime for that reason,
aso; even on the mogt civilized time-ling, the most eaborate autopsy would reved no specific cause of
desth.

"What's the Esaron Sector like?' Ddla asked, as the conveyer dome around them coruscated with
shifting light and vanished.

"Third Levd; probability of abortive attempt to colonize this planet from Mars about a hundred thousand
years ago," he said. "A few survivors—a shipload or so—were left to dhift for themsdves while the
parent avilization on Mars died out. They log dl vestiges of thar origind Martian culture, even memory
of their extraterrestrid origin. About fifteen hundred to two thousand years ago, a reasonably high
electrochemicd dvilization developed and they began working with nucdear energy and developed
reaction-drive spaceships. But they'd concentrated so on the inorganic sciences, and so far neglected the
bio-sciences, that when they launched ther firgt ship for Venus they hadn't yet developed a germ theory
of disease”

"What happened when they ran into the green-vomit fever?' Ddla asked.

"About what you could expect. The fird&—and only—ship to return brought it back to Terra. Of course,
nobody knew what it was, and before the epidemic ended, it had dmost depopulated this planet. Since
the survivors knew nothing about germs, they blamed it on the anger of the gods—the old story of
recourse to supernaturdism in the absence of a known explanaion—and a fandicaly anti-scientific cult
got control. Of course, space travel was taboo; so was nuclear and even dectric power. For some
reason, seam power and gunpowder weren't offengve to the gods. They went back to a low-order
steam-power, black-powder, culture, and haven't gotten beyond that to this day. The rdatively avilized
regions are on the east coast of Ada and the west coast of North America; avilized race more or less
Caucasan. Pdlitica organization just barely above the triba level—thousands of petty kingdoms and
republics and principdities and feudd holdings and robbers roosts. The principd indudries are
brigandage, piracy, dave-rading, cattle-rustling and intercommuna warfare. They have a few ramshackle
geam railways, and some steamboats on the rivers. We sdl them coa and manufactured goods, mogtly
in exchange for foodsiuffs and[Py 17] tobacco. Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs has the sector franchise.
That's one of the companies Thavan Dras gets his money from."



They had run down through the dvilized Second and Third Levels and were leaving the Fourth behind
and entering the FHfth, exiding in the probability of a world without human population. Once in a while,
around them, they caught brief flashes of buildings and rocketports and spaceports and landing stages, as
the conveyer took them through narrow paratime belts on which ther own dvilization had established
outposts—Fifth Level Commercid, Ffth Level Passenger, Indudrid Sector, Service Sector.

FHndly the conveyer dome around them shimmered into vighility and materidized; when they emerged,
there were policemen in green uniforms who entered to search the dome with drawvn needlers to make
aure they had picked up nothing dangerous on the way. The room outside was Smilar to the one they had
left on Home Time Line, even to the shifting, noisy crowd in incongruoudy-mixed costumes.

The rocketport was a ten minutes trip by arcar from the conveyer head; when they boarded the
stubby-winged strato-rocket, Val saw that two of the passenger-seats had square metd cabinets bolted
in place behind them and blue plagtic hemets on swinging arms mounted above them.

"Everything's set up,” the pilot told them. "Dr. Hadron, you St on the left; that cabinet's loaded with
language tape for Acdan. Yours is loaded with a tape of Kharanda; that's the Fourth Level Kholghoor
language you wanted, Chief's Assgtant. Shdl | hdp you get fixed in your seats?"

"Yes if you please. Here, Ddla, I'll fix that for you."

Ddla was dready adeep when the pilot was adjugting his hdmet and giving him his injection. He never
fdt the rocket tilt into firing podition, and while he dept, the Kharands language, with dl its vocabulary
and grammar, became part of his subconscious knowledge, needing only the mental pronunciation of a

trigger-symbol to bring it into consciousness. The pilot was dready unfagtening and rasing his hdmet
when he opened his eyes. Ddla, beside him, was Spping a cup of spiced wine.

On the landing stage of the Sector-Regiona Headquarters at Novilan Equivdent, four or five people
were waiting for them. Vdl recognized the subchief, Vulthor Tharn, who introduced another man, in
riding boots and awhite cloak, as Skordran Kirv. Vdl clasped hands with him warmly.

"Good work, Agent Skordran. You got onto this promptly.”

"I tried to, gr. Do you want the dope now? We have hdf an hour's flight to our spatid equivdent, and
another hdf hour in trangpogtion.”

"Giveit to me on the way," he said, and turned to Vulthor Tharn. "Our[Py 18] Esaron costumes ready?"

"Yes. Over there in the control tower. We have a temporary conveyer head set up about two hundred
miles south of here, which will take you straight through to the plantation.”

"Suppose you change now, Ddla" he said. "Subchief, 1'd like a word with you privatdy.”



He and Vulthor Tharn excused themselves and walked over to the edge of the landing stage. The SecReg
Subchief was outwardly composed, but Val sensed that he was worried and embarrassed.

"Now, what's been done since you got Agent Skordran's report?* Val asked.

"W, gr, it seems that thisis more serious than we had anticipated. Field Agent Skordran, who will give
you the particulars, says tha there is every indicaion that a lage and well-organized gang of
paratempord criminds, our own people, are a work. He says that he's found evidence of activities on
Fourth Leved Kholghoor that don't agree with any information we have about conditions on that sector.”

"Begide tranamitting Agent Skordran's report to Dhergabar through the robot report-system, what have
you done about it?"

"I confirmed Agent Skordran in charge of the local investigation, and gave him two detectives and a
psychigt, sr. As soon as we could furnish hypno-mech indoctrination in Kharanda to other psychigts, |
sent them dong. He now has four of them, and eight detectives. By that time, we had a conveyer head
right at this Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs plantation.”

"Why didnt you just borrow psychists from SecReg for Kholghoor, Eagtern India?' Vdl asked.
"Subchief Ranthar would have loaned you afew.”

"Oh, | couldn't cdl on another SecReg for men without higher-echelon authorization. Especidly not from
another Sector Organization, even another Level Authority,” VVulthor Tharn said. "Beside, it would have
taken longer to bring them here than hypno-mech our own personnd.”

He was right about the second point. V|l agreed mentdly; however, his red reason was procedural.
"Did you dert Ranthar Jard to what was going on in his SecReg?" he asked.

"Gracious, no!" Vulthor Tharn was scanddized. "I have no authority to tel people of equa echeon in
other Sector and Leve organizations what to do. | put my report through regular channels; it wasn't my
place to go outside my own jurisdiction.”

And his report had crawled through channds for fourteen hours, Val thought.

"Wdl, on my authority, and in the name of Chief Tortha, you message Ranthar Jard a once; send him
every scrap of information you have on the subject, and forward additiona in[Py 19)formation as it comes
into you. | doubt hell find anything on any time-line that's being exploited by any legitimate paratimers.
This gang probably work exdusvey on unpenetrated time-lines, this busness Skordran Kirv came
across was a bad blunder on some underling's part.” He saw Ddla emerge from the control tower in
breeches and boots and awhite cloak, buckling on a heavy revolver. "Il go change, now; you get busy
cdling Ranthar Jard. I'll see you when | get back."



"Areyou teking over, Chief's Assstant?' Skordran Kirv asked, asthe aircar lifted from the landing stage.

"Not at dl. My wifeand | are sarting on our vacation, as soon as | find out what's been hgppening here,
and report to Chief Tortha. Did your native troopers catch those davers?

"Yes, they got them yesterday afternoon; we've had them ever since. Do you want the whole thing just as
it happened, Assgant Verkan, or just a condensation”?”

"Give me wha you think it indicates, remembering that you're probably trying to andyze a large Stuation
from avery andl sample.”

"It'shig, dl right,” Skordran Kirv said. "This gang can't number less than a hundred men, maybe severd
hundred. They mugt have at least two two-hundred-foot conveyers and severd samdl ones, and bases on
what sounds like some Ffth Leve Time line, and at least one air freighter of around five thousand tons.
They are operating on a number of Kholghoor and Esaron timelines”

Verkan Vdl nodded. "I didn't think it was any petty larceny,” he said.

"Wait till you hear the rest of it. On the Kholghoor Sector, this gang is known as the Wizard Traders,
weve been uang that as a convenience labd. They pose as sorcerers—black robes and hood-masks
covered with luminous symbols, voice-amplifiers, cold-light auras, energy-weapons, mechanicd magic
tricks, that sort of thing. They have dl the Croutha scared witless. Their procedure is to establish camps
in the forest near recently conquered Kharanda cities; then they appear to the Croutha, impress them
with their magicd powers, and trade manufactured goods for Kharanda captives. They manly trade
firearms, gpparently some kind of flintlocks, and powder."

Then they were confining their operations to unpenetrated time lines, there had been no reports of
fireemsin the hands of the Croutha invaders.

"After they buy a batch of daves" Skordran Kirv continued, "they transpose them to this presumably
Hfth Level base, where they have concentration camps. The daves we questioned had been arlifted to
North America, where there's another concentration camp, and from there transposed to this Esaron
Sector time line where | found them. They say that[Pg 20] there were at least two to three thousand daves
in this North American concentration camp and that they are being transposed out in smdl batches and
replaced by others arlifted in from India. This lot was sold to a Calera named Nebu-hin-Abenoz, the
chieftain of a hill town, Careba, about fifty miles south-west of the plantation. There were two hundred
and fifty in this batch; this Coru-hin-Irigod only bought the batch he sold at the plantation.”

Theaircar lost speed and dAtitude; below, the countryside was dotted with conveyer heads, each spatidly
coexigent with some outtime police post or operation. There were a great many of them; the western
coast of North America was a center of dvilization on many paratemporal sectors, and while the
conveyer heads of the commercid and passenger companies were scattered over hundreds of Fifth Leve
timelines, those of the Paratime Police were concentrated upon one. The anti-grav-car circled around a



three-hundred-foot sted tower that supported a conveyer head spatidly coexistent with one on a top
floor of some outtime tdl building, and let down in front of a low prefabricated sed shed. A man in
police uniform came out to meet them. There was a fifty-foot conveyer dome indde, and a fifty-foot
red-lined dircle that marked the transposition point of an outtime conveyer. They dl entered the dome,
and the operator put on the transposition fidd.

"You haven't heard the worst of it yet." Skordran Kirv was saying. "On this time line, we have reason to
think that the native, Nebu-hin-Abenoz, who bought the daves, actudly saw the davers conveyer.
Maybe even saw it activated.”

"If he did, well either have to capture him and give him a memory-obliteration, or kill him," Val sad.
"What do you know about him?"

"W, this Careba, the town he bosses, is alittle waled town up in the hills. Everybody thereis related to
everybody ese; this man we have, Coru-hin-Irigod, is the son of a Sster of Nebu-hin-Abenoz's wife.
They're dl bandits and davers and cattle ruslers and wha have you. For the lagt ten years,
Nebu-hin-Abenoz has been buying daves from some secret source. Before the Kholghoor Sector people
began coming in, they were maosily white, with a few brown people who might have been Polynesans.
No Negroes—there's no black race on this sector, and | suppose the paratime davers didn't want too
many questions asked. Coru-hin-Irigod, under narco-hypnosis, sad that they were dl outlanders,

gpesking strange languages™

"Ten years! And thisisthe firg hint weve had of it," Vdl said. "That's not a bright mark for any of us. Il
bet the dave population on some of these Esaron time linesis an anthropologist's nightmare." [Py 21]

"Why, if this has been going on for ten years, there mugt have been millions upon millions of people
dragged from tharr own time linesinto davery!" Ddla said in a shocked voice.

"Ten years may not be dl of it," Val said. "This Nebu-hin-Abenoz looks like the only tangible lead we
have, a present. How does he operate?’

"About once every ten days, hell take ten or fifteen men and go a day's ride—that may be as much as
fifty miles, these Caeras have good horses and they're hard riders—into the hills. Hell take a big bag of
money, dl gold. After dark, when he has made camp, a couple of strangers in Cdera dress will come in.
Hell go off with them, and after about an hour, hell come back with eght or ten of these strangers and a
couple of hundred daves, dways chained in batches of ten. Nebu-hin-Abenoz pays for them, makes
arangements for the next meeting, and the next morning he and his party start marching the daves to
Careba. | might add that, until now, these daves have been sold to the mines east of Careba; these are
the firg that have gotten into the coastal country.”

"That's why this hasn't come to light before, then. The conveyer comes in every ten days, a about the
same place?’

"Yes I've been thinking of a way we might trap them," Skordran Kirv said. "Il need more men, and
equipment.”

"Order them from Regiond or Generd Reserve” Vadl told him. "This thing's going to have overtop



priority till it's cleared up.”

He was mentdly curang Vulthor Tharn's procedure-bound timicity as the conveyer flickered and
solidified around them and the overhead red light turned green.

They emerged into the interior of a long shed, adobe-walled and thatch-roofed, with amdl barred
windows set high above the earth floor. It was cool and shadowy, and the ar was heavy with the
fragrance of citrus fruits. There were bins dong the walls, some partly full of oranges, and piles of wicker
baskets. Another conveyer dome stood beside the one in which they had arrived; two men in white
cloaks and riding boots sat on the edge of one of the bins, smoking and talking.

Skordran Kirv introduced them—Gathon Dard and Krador Arv, specid detectives—and asked if
anything new had come up. Krador Arv shook his head.

"Wedill have about forty to go," he said. "Nathing new in ther stories; ill the same two timelines”



"These people,” Skordran Kirv explained, "were dl peons on the estate of a Kharanda noble just above
the big bend of the Ganges. The Croutha hit their master's estate about a ten-days ago, elapsed time. In
tdling about thair capture, mogt of them say that their master's wife killed hersdf with a dagger after the
Croutha killed[Pg 22] her husband, but about one out of ten say that she was kidnaped by the Croutha
Two different time lines, of course. The ones who tdl the suicide story saw no fireerms among the
Croutha; the ones who tdl the kidnap story say that they dl had some kind of muskets and pistols. We're
meaking synthetic summearies of the two ories™

"We're having trouble with the locas about dl these strangers coming in," Gathon Dard added. "They're
getting curious.”

"WEell have to take a chance on that," Vdl said. "Are the interrogations ill going on? Then let's have a
look-in at them."

The big double doors at the end of the shed were barred on the insgde. Krador Arv unlocked asmdl sde
door, letting Vdl, Ddla and Gathon Dard out. In the yard outside, a gang of daves were unloading a big
wagon of oranges and packing them into hampers; they were guarded by a couple of native riflemen who



seemed maoglly concerned with kegping them away from the shed, and a man in a white cloak was
watching the guards for the same purpose. He walked over and introduced himsdf to Vall.

"Golzen Doth, locd dias Dosu Golan. I'm Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs manager here.”
"Nasty business for you people,” Val sympathized. "If it's any consolation, it's a bigger headache for us™

"Have you any idea what's going to[Py 23] be done about these daves?' Golzan Doth asked. "I have to
remember that the Company has forty thousand Paratemporal Exchange Units invested in them. The top
office was very specific in requesting information about that."

Vdl shook his head. "That's over my echdon,” he said. "Have to be decided by the Paratiime
Commisson. | doubt if your company'll suffer. You bought them innocently, in conformity with locd
custom. Ever buy daves from this Coru-hin-Irigod before?”

"I'm new, here. The man I'm replacing broke his neck when his horse put a foot in a gopher hole about
two ten-days ago."

Beside him, Vd| could see Ddla nod as though making a mental note. When she got back to Home Time
Ling sheld put a crew of mediums to work trying to contact the discarnate former plantation manager; a
Rhogom Inditute, she had been working on the problem of return of a discarnate persondity from
outtime.

"A few times" Skordran Kirv said. "Nothing suspicious, dl locd suff. We questioned Coru-hin-Irigod
pretty cosdy on tha point, and he says that this is the fird time he ever brought a batch of
Nebu-hin-Abenoz's outlanders this far west.”

The interrogations were being conducted indde the plantation house, in the secret centrd rooms where
the paratimers lived. Skordran Kirv used a door-activator to dide open a hidden door.

"I suppose | don't have to warn either of you that any podtive satement made in the hearing of a
narco-hypnotized subject—" he began.

"... Has the effect of hypnotic suggestion—" Val picked up after him.
"... And should be avoided unless such suggestion is intended,” Dalla finished.

Skordran Kirv laughed, opening another, inner door, and stood aside. In what had been the paratimers
recregtion room, most of the furniture had been shoved into the corners. Four amdl tables had been set
up, widdy spaced and with screens between; across each of them, with an dectric recorder between, an
amost naked Kharanda dave faced a Paratime Police psychist. At a long table at the far Sde of the
room, four men and two girls were working over stacks of cards and two big charts.



"Phrakor Vuln," the man who was working on the charts introduced himsdf. "Synthess." He introduced
the others.

Vdl made a point of the fact that Ddla was his wife, in case any of the cops began to get ideas, and
mentioned that she spoke Kharanda, had spent some time on the Fourth Level Kholghoor, and was a
qudified psychist.

"What have you got, so fa?' he asked.

"Two different time lines, and twolPg 24] different gangs of Wizard Traders," Phrakor Vuln said. "Weve
edtablished the latter from physica descriptions and because both batches were sold by the Croutha a
equivaent periods of elgpsed time”

Vdl picked up one of the kidnap-story cards and glanced at it.

"I notice there's a far verba description of these firearms, and mention of eectric whips” he sad. "I'm
curious about where they came from.”

"W, thisis how we reconstructed them, Chief's Assstant,” one of the girls said, handing him a couple of
sheets of white drawing paper.

The sketches had been done with soft pencil; they bore repeated erasures and corrections. That of the
whip showed a cylindricad handle, indicated as twelve inches in length and one in diameter, fitted with a
thumb-switch.

"That's definitdly Second Levd Khiftan,” Vdl said, handing it back. "Made of braided copper or Slver
wire and powered with alittle nuclear-conversion battery in the grip. They heat up to about two hundred
centigrade; produce redly panful burns.

"Why, that's beadtly!" Ddla exclaimed.

"Anything on the Khiftan Sector is" Skordran Kirv looked at the four daves a the tables. "We don't
have aredly bad case here, now. A few of these people were lash-burned horribly, though.”

Vdl was looking at the other sketches. One was a musket, with a wide butt and a band-fastened stock;
the lock-mechaniam, vagudy flintlock, had been dotted in tentatively. The other was a long pigtal,
amilaly definite in outline and vague in mechanicd detall; it was merdly a knob-butted miniature of the
mMusket.

"I've seen firearms like these; have a lot of them in my collection,” he said, handing back the sketches.
"Low-order mechanicd or high-order pre-mechanica cultures. Fact is, things like those could have been
made on the Kholghoor Sector, if the Kharandas had learned to combine sulfur, carbon and nitrates to
make powder."

The interrogator at one of the tables had evidently heard dl his subject could tdl him. He rose, mationing
the dave to stand.



"Now, go with that men," he said in Kharanda, mationing to one of the detectivesin native guard uniform.
"Youwill trust him; he is your friend and will not harm you. When you have |eft this room, you will forget
evarything that has happened here, except that you were kindly treated and that you were given wine to
drink and your hurts were anointed. You will tdl the others that we are ther friends and thet they have
nothing to fear from us. And you will not try to remove the mark from the back of your left hand.”

Asthe detective led the dave out a door at the other Sde of the room, the psychist came over to the long
[Pg 25] table, handing over a card and lighting a cigarette.

"Suicide gory," he said to one of the girls, who took the card.
"Anything new?"
"Some minor details about the sde to the Caleras on thistimeline. | think we've about scraped bottom.”

"You cant say that," Phrakor Vuln objected. "The very last one may give us something nobody else had
noticed."

Ancther subject was sent out. The interrogator came over to the table.

"One of the kidnap-story crowd,” he said. "This one was right beside that Croutha who took the shot a
the wild pig or whatever it was on the way to the Wizard Traders camp. Best description of the guns
weve gotten s0 far. No quedtion that they're flintlocks” He saw Verkan Vdl. "Oh, hdlo, Assdant
Verkan. What do you make of them? Y ou're an authority on outtime weapons, | understand.”

"I'd have to see them. These people Smply don't think mechanicaly enough to give a good description. A
lot of peoples make flintlock firearms.™

He sarted running over, in his mind, the paratempora areas in which gunpowder but not the
percussion-cap was known. Expanding cultures, which had progressed as far as the former but not the
latter. Static cultures, in which an accidentd discovery of gunpowder had never been followed up by
further research. Post-debacle cultures, in which afew stray bits of ancient knowledge had survived.

Ancther interrogator came over, and then the fourth. For a while they sat and talked and drank coffee,
and then the next quartet of daves, two men and two women, were brought in. One of the women had
been badly blistered by the dectric whips of the Wizard Traders; in spite of reassurances, dl were visbly
gpprehengve.

"Wewill not harm you," one of the psychigts told them. "Here; here is medicine for your hurts. At fird, it
will ging, as good medicines will, but soon it will take away dl pain. And hereiswine for you to drink.”

A couple of detectives approached, making a great show of pouring wine and goplying ointment; under
cover of the medication, they jabbed each dave with a hypodermic needle, and then guided them to seats
a the four tables. Vdl and Ddla went over and stood behind one of the psychists, who had a amdl
flashlight in his hand.



"Now, rest for awhile" the psychist was saying. "Rest and let the good medicine do its work. You are
tired and deepy. Look at this magic light, which brings comfort to the troubled. Look at the light. Look ...
a..the.. light"

They moved to the next table.
"Did you have hand in the fighting?'

"No, lord. We were peasant folk, not fighting people. We had no wegpons, nor wegpon-skill. Those
who fought were dl killed; we hed up empty hands, and were spared to be[py 26 captives of the
Croutha."

"What happened to your master, the Lord Ghromdour, and to hislady?'

"One of the Croutha threw a hatchet and killed our master, and then his lady drew a dagger and killed
hersdf."

The psychigt made a red mark on the card in front of him, and circled the number on the back of the
dave's hand with red inddible crayon. Val and Dalawent to the third table.

"They had the common weapons of the Croutha, lord, and they dso had the wegpons of the Wizard
Traders. Of these, they carried the long wegpons dung across ther backs, and the short weapons thrust
through their belts.”

A blue mark on the card; ablue circle on the back of the dave's hand.

They listened to both versions of what had happened at the sack of the Lord Ghromdour's estate, and
the march into the captured dty of Jhirda, and the second march into the forest to the camp of the
Wizard Traders.

"The servants of the Wizard Traders did not appear until after the Croutha had gone away; they wore
different garb. They wore short jackets, and trousers, and short boots, and they carried amdl weagpons
on their belts—"

"They had whips of great crudty tha burned like fire we were dl lashed with these whips, as you may
see, lorg—"

"The Croutha had bound us two and two, with neck-yokes; these the servants of the Wizard Traders
took off from us, and they chained us together by tens, with the chains we 4ill wore when we came to
this place—"

"They killed my child, my little Zhouzha!" the woman with the horribly blistered back was wailing. "They
tore her out of my arms, and one of the servants of the Wizard Traders—may Khokhaat devour his soul
forever'—dashed out her brains. And when | struggled to save her. | was thrown on the ground, and
beaten with the firewhips until | fainted. Then | was dragged into the forest, dong with the others who
were chained with me" She buried her head in her arms, sobbing bitterly.



Ddla stepped forward, taking the flashlight from the interrogator with one hand and lifting the woman's
head with the other. She flashed the light quickly in the woman's eyes.

"You will grieve no more for your child," she said. "Already, you are forgetting what happened at the
Wizard Traders camp, and remembering only that your child is safe from harm. Soon you will remember
her only as a dream of the child you hope to have, some day.” She flashed the light again, then handed it
back to the psychist. "Now, tdl us what happened when you were taken into the forest; what did you see
there?"

The psychist nodded approvingly[Py 27], made a note on the card, and listened while the woman spoke.
She had stopped sobbing, now, and her voice was clear and chearful.

Vdl went over to the long table.

"Those daves were dill chained with the Wizard Traders chains when they were ddivered here. Where
are the chains?' he asked Skordran Kirv.

"In the permanent conveyer room,” Skordran Kirv said. "You can look a them there; we didn't want to
bring them in here, for fear these poor devils would think we were gaing to chain them again. They're
very light, very srong; some kind of adloy stedl. Files and power saws only polish them; it takes fifteen
seconds to cut a link with an aomic torch. One long chain, and short lengths, fifteen inches long,
staggered, every three feet, with a angle hinge-shackle for the ankle. The shackles were riveted with soft
wrought-iron rivets, evidently made with some sort of a power riveting-mechine. We cut them easly with
acold chisd."

"They ought to be sent to Dhergabar Equivaent, Police Termind, for sudy of materid and workmanship.
Now, you mentioned some scheme you had for cgpturing this conveyer tha brings in the daves for
Nebu-hin-Abenoz. What have you in mind?"

"We 4ill have Coru-hin-Irigod and dl his gang, under hypno. I'd thought of giving them hypnotic
conditioning, and sending them back to Careba with orders to put out some kind of Sgnd the next time
Nebu-hin-Abenoz sarts out on a buying trip. We could have a couple of men posted in the hills
overlooking Careba, and they could send a message-ball through to Police Termind. Then, a party could
be sent with a mobile conveyer to ambush Nebu-hin-Abenoz on the way, and wipe out his party. Our
people could take ther horses and clothing and go on to take the conveyer by surprise.”

"I'd suggest one change. Instead of rdying on visud sgnds by the hypno-conditioned Coru-hin-lrigod,
send a couple of our men to Careba with midget radios.”

Skordran Kirv nodded. "Sure. We can condition Coru-hin-lrigod to accept them as friends and vouch
for them at Careba. Our boys can be traders and dave buyers. Carebas a market town; traders are
adways wecome. They can have firearms to sel—revolvers and repesting rifles Any Cderall buy any
firearm that's better than the one he's carrying; they'll dways buy revolvers and repeaters. We can get
what we want from Commercid Four-Oh-Seven; we can get riding and pack horses here.”

Val nodded. "And the post overlooking or in radio range of Careba on this time line, and another on
PolTerm. For the ambush of Nebu-hin-Abenoz's gang and the capture of the conveyer, use anything you



want to—deep-gas, pardyzers, energy-weagpons, antigrav-equipment, anything. As far as regulaions
about usng only equip[Py 28/ ment appropriate to locd culture-levels, forget them entirely. But take that
conveyer intact. You can locate the base time line from the settings of the insrument pand, and that's
what we want mogt of al.”

Ddla and the palice psychigt, having finished with and dismissed ther subject, came over to the long
table.

"... That poor creature," Dalawas saying. "What sort of fiends are they?'

"If that made you sick, remember weve been ligening to things like that for the last eght hours. Some of
the stories were even worse then that one.”

"Wadl, I'd like to use a heat-gun on the whole lot of them, turned down to where itd jugt fry them
medium-rare” Ddla said. "And for whoever's back of this take him to Second Levd Khiftan and <l
hm to the priests of Fagf."

"Too bad you're not coming back from your vacation, instead of garting out. Chief's Assstant Verkan,”
Skordran Kirv said. "Thisis too big for me to handle alone, and 1'd sooner work under you than anybody
ese Chief Tortha sendsin.”

"VdlI!" Ddlacried inindignation. ™Y ou're not going to just report on this and then walk away from it, are
you?'

"But, darling," Vdl replied, in what he hoped was a convincing show of surprise. "You don't want our
vacation postponed again, do you? If | get mixed up in this, there's no tdling when | can get away, and
by the time I'm free, sSomething may come up a Rhogom Inditute that you won't want to drop—"

"V, you know perfectly wel that | wouldn't be happy for an ingant on the Dwarma Sector, thinking
about this—"

"All right, then; let's forget about the vacation. Y ou want to stay on for awhile and help me with this? Itll
be alot of hard work, but well be together.”

"Yes, of course. | want to do something to smash those devils. Vdl, if you'd heard some of the things
they did to those poor people—"

"Wdl, I'l have to go back to PolTerm, as soon as I'm reasonably wel filled in on this, and report to
Tortha Karf and tdl him I've taken charge. You can stay here and help with these interrogations; I'll be
back in about ten hours. Then, we can go to Kholghoor East India SecReg HQ to tak to Ranthar Jard.
We may be able to get something that'll hdp us on that end—"

"You may be able to have your vacation before too long, Dr. Hadron," Skordran Kirv told her. "Once
we capture one of their conveyers, the ingrument pand'll tdl us what time line they're working from, and
then well have them."



"Theres an Indo-Turanian Sector parable about a snake charmer who thought he was picking up his
snakelPg 29] and found that he had hold of an dephant's tall,” Val said. "That might be a good thing to
bear in mind, till we find out just what we have picked up.”

Coming down a hdlway on the hundred and seventh floor of the Management wing of the Paratime
Building, Yandar Y add paused to admire, in the green mirror of the glassoid wall, the jaunty angle of his
slver-feathered cap, the fit of his short jacket, and the way his weapon hung a hisside. This last was not
ingantly recognizable as a weapon; it looked more like a portable radio, which indeed it was. It was,
none the less, a potent weapon. One flick of his finger could connect that radio with one a Tri-Planet
News Service, and within the hour anything he said into it would be heard by dl Terra, Mars and Venus.
In consequence, there existed around the Paratime Building a marked and understandable reluctance to
antagonize Yandar Y add.

He glanced a his watch. It was twenty minutes short of 1000, when he had an gppointment with Batan
Vrath, the comptroller generd. Glancing about, he saw that he was directly in front of the doorway of the
Outtime Clams Bureau, and he drolled in, waking through the wating room and into the
clams-presentation office. At once, he siffened like a bird dog at point.



Sphabron Larv, one of his young[Pg 30] legmen, was in dtercation across the counter-desk with Varkar
Klav, the Deputy Claims Agent on duty at the time. Varkar was trying to be idly dignified; Sphabron
Larv's black har wasin disarray and his face was suffused with anger. He was pounding with his fig on
the plastic counter-top.

"You have to!" he was ydling in the older man's face. "That's a public document, and | have aright to see
it. You want me to go into Tribunes Court and get an order? If | do, theré€ll be a Question in Coundil
about why | had to, before the day's out!"

"What's the matter, Larv?' Yandar Y add asked lazily. "He trying to hold something out on you?"
Sphabron Larv turned; his eyes it happily when he saw his boss, and then his anger returned.

"l want to see a copy of an indemnity daim that was filed this moming," he said. "Varkar, here, won't
show it to me. What does he think thisis, a Fourth Levd dictatorship?'

"What kind of acdam, now?' Yandar Yadd addressed Larv, ignoring Varkar Klav.

"Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs—one of the Thavan Interests companies—just clamed forty
thousand P.E.U. for a hundred daves bought by one of ther plantation managers on Third Leved Esaron
from alocd dave deder. The Paratime Police impounded the daves for narco-hypnotic interrogation,
and then transposed the lot of them to Police Termind.”

Yandar Yadd dill hdd his affectation of degpy indolence.

"Now why would the Paracops do that, | wonder? Savery's an established loca practice on Esaron
Sector; our people have to buy davesif they want to run a plantation.”

" know that." Sphabron Larv replied. "That's what | want to find out. There must be something wrong,
ather with the daves, or the treetment our people were giving them, or the Paratime Police, and | want to
find out which."

"Totdl thetruth, Larv, so do I." Yandar Yadd said. He turned to the man behind the counter. "Varkar,
do we see that daim, or do | make a story out of your refusd to show it?" he asked.

"The Paratime Police asked me to keep this confidentid,” Varkar Klav said. "Publicty would serioudy
hamper an important police investigation.”

Yandar Yadd made an impolite noise. "How do | know that dl it would do would be to reved police
incompetence?' he retorted. "Look, Varkar; you and the Paratime Police and the Paratime Commission
and the Home Time Line Management are dl hired employees of the Home Time Line public. The public
has aright to know what its employees are doing, and it's my business to see that they're informed. Now,
for the last time—will you show us a copy of that dam?'

"W, let me explain, off the rec[py 3110rd—" the officid begged.



"Huhruh! Huh-uh! | had that off-the-record gag worked on me when | was about Larv's age, fifty years
ago. Anything | get, | put on the air or not a my own discretion.”

"All right,” Varkar Klav surrendered, pointing to a reading screen and twiddling a knob. "But when you
read it, | hope you have enough discretion to keep quiet about it."

The screen lit, and Yandar Y add automaticaly pressed a button for a photo-copy. The two newsmen
stared for a moment, and then even Yandar Y add's shdl of drowsy negligence cracked and fdl from him.
His hand brushed the switch as he snatched the hand-phone from his belt.

"Mava" he barked, before the girl a the news office could more than acknowledge. "Get this recorded
for immediate telecast!... Ready? Beginning: The existence of a huge paratempora dave trade came to
light on the afternoon of One-Five-Nine Day, on atimeline of the Third Level Esaron Sector, when Feld
Agent Skordran Kirv, Paratime Police, discovered, a an orange plantation of Consolidated Outtime
Foodstuffs—"

Sdgath Trod sat donein his private office, his haf-finished lunch growing cold on the desk infront of him
as he watched the tdleview screen across the room, tuned to a pickup behind the Speaker's chair in the
Executive Council Chamber ten stories below. The two thousand seats had been dmogt dl empty at
1000, when Council had convened. Fifteen minutes later, the news had broken; now, a 1430, a good
three quarters of the seats were occupied. He could see, in the aides, the gold-plated robot pages gliding
back and forth, recalving and ddivering messages. One had just did up to the seat of Councilman
Hasthor Han, and Hasthor was spesking urgently into the recorder mouthpiece. Another message for
him, he supposed; held gotten at least a score such cdls snce the crisis had devel oped.

People were going to start wondering, he thought. This Stuation should have been perfect for his
purposes, as leader of the Opposition he could easlly make himsdf the next Generd Manager, if he
exploited this scanda properly. He ligened for a while to the Centrist-Management member who was
gpesking; he could rip that felow's arguments to shreds in a hundred words—but he didn't dare. The
Management was taking exactly the line Sdgath Trod wanted the whole Coundil to take: treat this affar
as an isolated and extraordinary occurrence, find a couple of convenient scapegoats, cobble up some
explanaion acceptable to the public, and forget it. He wondered what had happened to the imbecile who
hed transposed those Kholghoor Sector daves onto an exploited time line. Ought to be shanghaied to the
Khiftan Sector and sold to the priests of Fasf![Pg 37]

A buzzer sounded, and for an ingant he thought it would be the message he had seen Hasthor Fan
recording. Then he redlized that it was the buzzer for the private door, which could only be operated by
someone with a specia identity Sgn. He pressed a button and unlocked the door.

The young man in the loose wrap-around tunic who entered was a stranger. At leadt, his face and his
voice were strange, but voices could be mechanically dtered, and a skilled cosmetician could render any
face unrecognizable. He looked like a student, or a minor commercid executive, or an engineer, or
something like that. Of course, his tunic bulged dightly under the left armpit, but even the most
respectable tunics showed occasiond weapon-bulges.



"Good afternoon, coundlmean,” the newcomer said, Stting down across the desk from Sdgath Trod. "I
was judt taking to ... somebody we both know."

Sdgath Trod offered cigarettes, lighted his visitor's and then his own.
"What does Our Mutud Friend think about dl this?" he asked, gesturing toward the screen.
"Our Mutud Friend isn't a dl happy about it."

"You think, perhaps, that I'm burding into wild huzzas?' Sdgath Trod asked. "If | were to act as
everybody expects meto, I'd be down there on the floor, now, dawing into the Management tooth and
nal. All my adherents are wondering why I'm not. So are dl my opponents, and before long one of them
iISgoing to guess the reason.”

"W, why not go down?' the stranger asked. "Our Mutud Friend thinks it would be an excdlent idea.
The lesk couldn't be stopped, and it's gone so far dready that the Management will never be able to play
it down. So the next best thing isto try to exploit it."

Sdgath Trod amiled mirthlesdy. "So | am to get in front of it, and lead it in the right direction? Fine ... as
long as | don't sumble over something. If | do, itll go over melike a FHfth Leve bison-herd.”

"Don't worry about that," the stranger laughed reassuringly. "There are others on the floor who are dso
friends of Our Mutud Friend. Here: what you'd better do is attack the Paratime Police, especidly Tortha
Kaf and Verkan Val. Accuse them of negligence and incompetence, and, by implication, of colluson,
and demand a speciad committee to investigate. And try to get a moation for a confidence vote passed. A
motion to censure the Management, ssy—"

Sdgath Trod nodded. "It would dday things, a least. And if Our Mutud Friend can keep properly
covered, | might be able to overturn the Management.” He looked at the screen again. "That old fool of a
Nanthav is just getting Started; itll be an hour before | could get recognized. Plenty of time to get a
speech together. Some[Py 33]thing short and vicious—"

"Youll have to be careful. It won't do, with your palitica record, to try to play down these gtories of a
gigantic crimind congpiracy. That's too close to the Management line. And at the same time, you want to
avoid saying anything that would get Verkan Vdl and Tortha Karf started off on any new lines of
invedigation.”

Sdgath Trod nodded. "Just depend on me; I'll handleit.”

After the stranger had gone, he shut off the sound reception, rdying on visud dumb-show to keep him
informed of what was going on on the Council floor. He didn't like the Stuation. It was too easy to say
the wrong thing. If only he knew more about the shadowy figures whose messengers used his private
door—



Coru-hin-lrigod held his aching head in both hands, as though he were afraid it would fdl apart, and
blinked in the sunlight from the window. Lord Safar, how much of that sweet brandy had he drunk, last
night? He sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, trying to think. Then, suddenly apprehensive, he
thrugt his hand under his pillow. The heavy four-barreled pistols were there, dl right, but—The money!

He rummeaged franticaly among the bedding, and among his clothes, piled on the floor, but the lesther
bag was nowhere to be found. Two thousand gold obus, the price of a hundred daves. He snatched up
one of the pigtols, his headache forgotten. Then he laughed and tossed the pistol down again. Of course!
Hed given the bag to the plantation manager, what was his outlandish name, Dosu Golan, to keep for
him before the drinking bout had begun. It was safely waiting for him in the plantation strong box. Waell,
nothing like a good scare to make a man forget a brandy head, anyhow. And there was something ese,
something very nice—

Oh, yes, there it was, beside the bed. He picked up the beautiful gleaming repeater, pulled down the
lever far enough to draw the cartridge hdfway out of the chamber, and closed it again, lowering the
hammer. Those two Jeseru traders from the North, what were their names? Ganadara and Atarazola
That was a stroke of luck, meeting them here. They'd given him this lovely rifle, and they were going to
accompany him and his men back to Careba; they had a hundred such rifles, and two hundred six-shot
revolvers, and they wanted to trade for daves. The Lord Safar bless them both, wouldn't they be
welcome at Carebal

He looked at the sunlight fdling through the window on the dill recumbent form of his companion,
Faru-hin-Obaran. Outside, he could hear the sounds of the plantation coming to life—an ax thudding on
wood, the clatter of pans from the kitchens. Crossing to Faru-hin-Obaran's bed, he grasped[pg 34 the

deeper by the ankle, tugging.

"Waken, Faru!" he shouted. "Get up and clear the fumes from your head! We start back to Careba
today!"

Faru swore groggily and pushed himsdf into a stting position, fumbling on the floor for his trousers.
"What day's this?' he asked.

"The day after we went to bed, ninny!" Then Coru-hin-lrigod wrinkled his brow. He could remember,
clearly enough, the sde of the daves, but after that—Oh, wdll, held been drinking; it would dl come back
to him, after awhile

Verkan Vdl rubbed his hand over his face wearily, started to light another cigarette, and threw it across
the room in disgust. What he needed was a drink—a long drink of cool, tart white wine, laced with
brandy—and then he needed to deep.

"We're absolutely nowherel” Ranthar Jard said. "Of course they're operating on time lines weve never
penetrated. The fact that they're supplying the Croutha with guns proves that; there in't a fireearm on any



of the time lines our people are legitimatdy explaiting. And there are only about three hillion time lines on
this belt of the Croutha inveson—"

"If we could think of a way to reduce it to some specific area of paratime—" one of Ranthar Jard's
deputies began.

"That's precisely what we've been trying to do, Klav," Vdl said. "We haven't doneit.”

Ddla, who had withdrawn from the discusson and was on a couch a the side of the room, surrounded
by reports and abstracts and summaries, looked up.

"I took hours and hours of hypno-mech on Kholghoor Sector rdigions, before | went out on tha
wild-goose chase for psychokinesis and precognition data,” she said. "About 9x or eight hundred years
ago, there were rdigious wars and hereses and rdigious schisms dl over the Kharanda country. No
matter how uniform the Kholghoor Sector may be otherwise, there are dozens and dozens of amdl bets
and sub-sectors of different religions or sects or god-cults.”

"That'sright,” Ranthar Jard agreed, brightening. "We have hagiologists who know dl that suff; well have
a couple of them interrogate those daves. | don't know how much they can get out of them—Iaot of
peasants, won't be up on the theologica niceties—but a synthess of what we get from the lot of them—"

"That'sanideq,” Vdl agreed. "About the first idea weve had, here—Oh, how about palitics, too? Check
on who's the king, what the stories about the royd family are, that sort of thing."

Ranthar Jard looked at the mgp on the wall. "The Croutha have only gotten hafway to Nharkan, here.
Say we transpose detectives in at night[pg 35 on some of these time lines we think are promising, and
check up at the tax-collection offices on a big landowner north of Jhirda named Ghromdour? That might
get us something.”

"Wl | don't want you to think we're trying to get out of work, Chief's Assgant,” one of the deputies
sad, "but is there any redl necessity for our trying to locate the Wizard Trader time lines? If you can get
them from the Esaron Sector, itll be the same, won't it?'

"Marv, in this busness you never depend on just one lead,” Ranthar Jard told him. "And beside, when
Skordran Kirv's gang hits the base of operations in North America, there's no guarantee that they may
not have time to send off a radio warning to the crowd at the base here in India. We have to hit both
places a once."

"Wadl, that, too," Vdl said. "But the main thing is to get these Wizard Trader camps on the Kholghoor
Sector cleaned out. How are you fixed for men and equipment, for abig raid, Jard?"

Ranthar Jard shrugged. "l can get about five hundred men with conveyers, induding a couple of
two-hundred-footers to carry airboats,” he said.

"Not enough. Skordran Kirv has one complete armored brigade, one arborne infantry brigade, and an
ar cavary regiment, with Ghaldron-Hesthor equipment for a smultaneous transposition,” Vdl said.



"Wherein blazes did he get them dI?' Ranthar Jard demanded.

"They're guard troops, from Service Sector and Industrid Sector. WEell get you the same sort of a force.
| only hope we don't have another Prole insurrection while they're avay—"

"Wal, don't think I'm trying to argue policy with you,” Ranthar Jard said, "but that could raise a dreadful
gink on Home Time Line. Especidly on top of this news-break about the dave trade.”

"WEell have to take a chance on that,” Vdl sad. "If you're worried about what the book says, forget it.
We're throwing the book away, on this operation. Do you redize that this thing is a threet to the whole
Paratime Civilization?"

"Of course | do," Ranthar Jard said. "I know the doctrine of Paratime Security aswel as you or anybody
else. The question is, does the public redize it?"

A buzzer sounded. Ranthar Jard pressed a switch on the intercom-box in front of him and said: "Ranthar
here. Wdl?'

"Vigphone cdl, top urgency, just came in for Chief's Assgant Verkan, from Novilan Equivdent. Where
can | put it through, Sr?'

"Here; booth saven.” Ranthar Jard pointed across the room, nodding to Vdl. "In just a moment.”

Gathon Dard and Antrath Alv—temporary locd diases, Ganadara and Atarazola—sat relaxed in their
sad[Py 3g)dles, swaying to the motion of ther horses. They wore the rust-brown hooded cloaks of the
northern Jeseru people, in sober contrast to the red and yelow and blue striped robes and sun-bonnets
of the Calerasin whose company they rode. They carried short repegting carbines in saddle scabbards,
and heavy revolvers and long knives on their belts, and each led Sx heavily-laden pack-horses.

Coru-hin-Irigod, riding beside Ganadara, pointed up the trail ahead.

"From up there" he said, spesking in Acadan, the lingua franca of the North American West Coast on
that sector, "we can see across the valey to Careba. It will be an hour, as we ride, with the pack-horses.
Then wewill rest, and drink wine, and feast.”

Ganadara nodded. "It was the guidance of our gods—and yours, Coru-hin-Irigod—that we met. Such
daves as you s0ld at the outlanders plantation would bring afine price in the North. The men are strong,
and have the look of good field-workers,; the women are comely and well-formed. Though | fear that my
wife would little relish it did | bring home such handmaidens.”

Coru-hin-Irigod laughed. "For your wife, | will give you one of our riding whips" He leaned to the Side,
dashing at a cactus with his quirt. "Wein Careba have no trouble with our wives, about handmaidens or

anything dse"



"By Sdfar, if you doubt your welcome at Careba, wait till you show your wares" another Caera sad.
"Rifles and revolvers like those come to our country seldom, and then old and battered, sold or stolen
may times before we see them. Rifles that fire seven times without taking butt from shoulder!” He
invoked the name of the Great Lord Safar again.

Thetrall widened and leveled; they dl came up abreast, with the pack-horses strung out behind, and sat
looking across the vdley to the adobe walls of the town that perched on the opposite ridge. After a
while, riders began dismounting and checking and tightening saddle-girths; a couple of Caeras helped
Ganadara and Atarazola ingpect their pack-horses. When they remounted, Atarazola bowed his head,
lifing his left deeve to cover his mouth, and muttered into it a some length. The Caeras looked a him
curioudy, and Coru-hin-lrigod inquired of Ganadara what he did.

"He prays," Ganadara said. "He thanks our gods that we have lived to see your town, and asks that we
be spared to bring many more trains of rifles and anmunition up thistrall.”

The daver nodded understandingly. The Caleras were a pious people, too, who believed in kegping on
friendly terms with the gods.

"May Safar's hand work with the hands of your gods for it," he said, making what, to a non-Calera,
would have been an extremdy ribad sgn.

"The gods watch over us" Atara]py 37)zola said, lifting his head. "They are near us even now; they have
spoken words of comfort inmy ear.™

Ganadara nodded. The gods to whom his partner prayed were a couple of paraime policemen,
crouching over aradio amile or so down theridge.

"My brother," he told Coru-hin-Irigod, "is much favored by our gods. Many people come to him to pray
for them."

"Yes So you told me, now that | think on it That detail had been included in the pseudo-memories he
hed been given under hypnoss. "l serve Safar, as do dl Caeras, but | have heard that the Jeserus gods
are good gods, deding honestly with thelr servants.”

An hour later, under the wdls of the town, Coru-hin-Irigod drew one of his pistols and tired dl four
barrels in rgpid successon into the air, shouting, "Open! Open for Coru-hin-lrigod, and for the Jeseru
traders, Ganadara and Atarazola, who are with him!*

A head, black-bearded and sun-bonneted, appeared between the brick merlons of the wal above the
gate, shouted down a welcome, and then turned away to bawl orders. The gate did aside, and, after the
caravan had passed through, naked daves pushed the massve thing shut again. Although they were
familiar with the interior of the town, from photographs taken with boomerang-balls—automatic-return
trangpostion spheres like message-bals—they looked around curioudy. The centrd square was



thronged—Caderasin striped robes, people from the south and east in baggy trousers and embroidered
shirts, mountaineers in deerskins. A dave market was in progress, and some hundred-odd items of
human merchandise were assembled in litle groups, guarded by their owners and inspected by
prospective buyers. They seemed to be dl natives of that geographic and paratemporal area.

"Dont even look at those" Coru-hin-Irigod advised. "They are but culls, the market is dmost over. Well
go to the house of Nebu-hin-Abenoz, where dl the considerable men gather, and you will find those who
will be able to trade daves worthy of the goods you have with you. Meanwhile, let my people take your
horses and packs to my house; you shdl be my guests while you stay in Careba.”

It was perfectly safe to trust Coru-hin-lrigod. He was a murderer and a brigand and a daver, but he
would never incur the scorn of men and the curse of the gods by dedling foully with a guest. The horses
and packs were led away by his retainers, Ganadara and Atarazola pushed ther horses after his and
Faru-hin-Obaran's through the crowd.

The house of Nebu-hin-Abenoz, like every other building in Careba, was flat-roofed, adobe-walled and
window-less except for narrow rifle-dits. ThePg 38] wide double-gate stood open, and five or Sx heavily
amed Caeras lounged just indde. They greeted Coru and Faru by name, and the strangers by their
assumed nationdity. The four rode through, into what appeared to be the stables, turning their horses
over to daves, who took them away. There were between fifty and gxty other horsesin the place.




Divesting themsdves of their weapons in an anteroom at the head of aflight of steps, they passed under
an arch and into a wide, shady patio, where thirty or forty men stood about or sgquatted on piles of
cushions, smoking cheroots, drinking from slver cups, taking in a continuous babel. Most of them were
in Calera dress, though there were men of other communities and nations, in other garb. As they moved
across the patio, Gathon Dard caught snatches of conversations about dedls in daves, and horse trades,
about bandit raids and blood feuds, about women and horses and weapons.

An old man with awhite beard and an unusudly clean robe came over to intercept them.
"Ha, lord of my daughter, you're back at last. We had begun to fear for you," he said.

"Nothing to fear, father of my wife" Coru-hin-Irigod replied. "We sold the daves for a good price, and
tarried the night feasting in good company. Such good company that we brought some of it with
us—Atarazola and Ganadara, men of the Jeseru;[Pg 39) Cavu-hin-Avoran, whose daughter mothered my
sons” He took his father-in-law by the deeve and pulled him aside, mationing Gathon Dard and Antrath
Alv to follow.

"They brought weapons, they want outland daves, of the sort | took to sdl in the Big Vdley country,” he
whispered. "The weapons are repesting rifles from across the ocean, and six-shot revolvers. They dso
have much anmunition.”

"Oh, Safar bless youl" the white-beard cried, his eyes brightening. "Name your own price, iy
yoursdves that we have dedt farly with you; go, and return often again! Come, lord of my daughter; let
us make them known to Nebu-hin-Abenoz. But not a word about the kind of weapons you have,
strangers, until we can speak privately. Say only that you have riflesto trade.”

Gathon Dard nodded. Evidently there was some sort of power-struggle going on in Careba;
Coru-hin-Irigod and his wife's father were of the party of Nebu-hin-Abenoz, and wanted the repeaters
and six-shooters for themsdlves.

Nebu-hin-Abenoz, swarthy, hook-nosed, with a square-cut graying beard, lounged in a low chair across
the patio; near him four or five other Caleras sat or squatted or reclined, dl smoking the rank black
tobacco of the country and drinking wine or brandy. Thear conversation ceased as Cavu-hin-Avoran and
the others approached. The chief of Careba listened to the introduction, then heaved himsdf to his feet
and clapped the newcomers on the shoulders.

"Good, good!" he said. "We know you Jeseru people; you're honest traders. You come this far into our
mountains too seldom. We can trade with you. We need weapons. As for the sort of daves you want,
we have none too many now, but in eight days we will have plenty. If you stay with us that long—"

"Carebais a plessant place to be," Ganadara said. "We can wait."

"What sort of wegpons have you?' the chief asked.



"Pidols and rifles, lord of my father's sgter,” Coru-hin-lrigod answered for them. "The packs have been
taken to my house, where our friends will stay. We can bring a few to show you, the hour after evening

prayers”

Nebu-hin-Abenoz shot a keen glance at his brother-in-law's son and nodded. "Or, better, 1 will come to
your house then; thus | can see the whole load. How will that be?*

"Better; | will be there, too," Cavu-hin-Avoran said, then turned to Gathon Dard and Antrath Alv. "You
have been long on the road; come, let us drink cool wine, and then we will egt,” he said. "Until this
evening, Nebu-hin-Abenoz.”

He led his son-in-law and the traders to one sde, where severd kegs[py 40] stood on trestles with cups
and flagons beside them. They filled a flagon, took a cup apiece, and went over to a pile of cushions a
one sde.

Asthey did, three men came pushing through the crowd toward Nebu-hin-Abenoz's seat. They wore a
costume unfamiliar to Gathon Dard—little round caps with red and green streamers behind, and long,
wide-deeved white gowns—and one of them had gold ringsin his ears.

"Nebu-hin-Abenoz?' one of them said, bowing. "We are three men of the Usasu cities. We have gold
obus to spend; we seek a beautiful girl, to be firgt concubine to our king's son, who is now come to the
estate of manhood."

Nebu-hin-Abenoz picked up the siver-mounted pipe he had laid aside, and re-lighted it, frowning.

"Men of the Usasu, you have a heavy responghility,” he said. "You have the responghility for the future
of your kingdom, for a boy's character is more shaped by his first concubine than by his teachers. How
old isthe boy?'

"Sixteen, Nebu-hin-Abenoz; the age of manhood among us."

"Then you want agirl older, but not much older. She should be versed in the arts of love, but innocent of
heart. She should be wise, but teachable; gentle and loving, but with awill of her own—"

The three men in white gowns were fidgeting. Then, suddenly, like three marionettes on a sngle gring,
they[Py 41] put ther right hands to their mouths and then plunged them into the left deeves of ther gowns,
whipping out knives and then sprang as one upon Nebu-hin-Abenoz, dashing and stabbing.

Gathon Dard was on his feet a once; he hurled the wine flagon at the three murderers and leaped across
the room. Antrath Alv went bounding after him, and by this time three or four of the group around
Nebu-hin-Abenoz's char had recovered ther wits and jumped to ther feet. One of the three assallants
turned and dashed with his knife, dmost dissmboweing a Caera who had tried to grapple with him.
Before he could free the blade, another Calera brought a brandy bottle down on his head. Gathon Dard
gorang upon the back of a second assassin, hooking his left elbow under the fellow's chin and grabbing
thewrig of his knife-hand with his right; the man struggled for an ingant, then went limp and fdl forward.
Thethird of the trio of murderers was ill dashing at the fdlen chieftain when Antrath Alv chopped him



aong the sde of the neck with the edge of his hand; he Smply dropped and lay ill.

Nebu-hin-Abenoz was dead. He had been dashed and cut and stabbed in twenty places; his throat hed
been cut at least three times, and he had dmost been decapitated. The wounded Calera wasn't dead yet;
however, even if he had been at the moment on the operating table of a Firs Levd Home Time Line
hospitd, it was doubtful if he could have been saved, and under the circumstances, his life-expectancy
could be measured in seconds. Some cushions were placed under his head, and women caled to attend
him, but he died before they arrived.

The three assassins were aso dead. Except for a few cuts on the scalp of the one who had been fdled
with the bottle, there was not a mark on any of them. Cavu-hin-Avoran kicked one of them in the face
and cursed.

"We killed the skunks too quickly!" he cried. "We should have overcome them dive, and then taken our
time about deding with them as they deserved." He went on to specify the nature of ther deserts. "Such

infamy!"

"Wl Il swear | didn't think alittle tap like | gave that one would kill him," the bottle-wielder excused
himsdf. "Of course, | was thinking only of Nebu-hin-Abenoz, Safar receive hm—"

Antreth Alv bent over the one he had hand-chopped.

"I didn't kill thisone" he said. "The way | hit him, if | had, his neck would be broken, and it's not. See?'
He twisted a the dead man's neck. "I think they took poison before they drew their knives™

"I saw dl of them put their hands to their mouthd" a Calera exdamed. "And look; see how ther jaws are
clenched.” He picked up one of the[Pg 42] knives and used it to pry the dead man's jaws apart, Fniffing a
hislips and looking into his mouth. "L ook, histeeth and his tongue are discolored; there is a srange smell,
too."

Antrath Alv sniffed, then turned to his partner. "Haatane," he whispered. Gathon Dard nodded. That was
aFird Leve poison; paratimers often carried hdatane capsules on the more barbaric time-lines, as a last
insurance agang torture.

"But, Holy Name of Safar, what manner of men were these?' Coru-hin-lrigod demanded. "There are
those | would risk my life to kill, but | would not throw it away thus"

"They came knowing that we would kill them, and took the poison that they might die quickly and without
pan," a Cderasad.

"Or that your tortures would not wring from them the names and naion of those who sent them," an
ederly man in the dress of a rancher from the southeast added. "If | were you, | would try to find out
who these enemies are, and the sooner the better.”

Gathon Dard was examining one of the knives—a folding knife with a broad single-edged blade, locked
open with a spring; the handle was of tortoise shdll, bol stered with brass.



"Indl my travels" he said, "I never saw aknife of this workmanship before. Tdl me, Coru-hin-lrigod, do
you know from what country these outland daves of Nebu-hin-Abenoz's come?!

"You think that might have something to do with it?* the Calera asked.

"It could. 1 think that these people might not have been born daves, but people taken captive. Suppose,
a some time, there had been sold to Nebu-hin-Abenoz, and sold elsawhere by him, one who was a
person of consequence—the son of aking, or the priest of some god,” Gathon Dard suggested.

"By Safar, yest And now that nation, wherever it is, is a blood-feud with us" Cavu-hin-Avoran said.
"Thismug be thought about; it is anill thing to have unknown enemies™

"Look!" a Calerawho had begun to gtrip the three dead men cried. "These are not of the Usasu dities, or
any other people of thisland. See, they are uncircumcised!”

"Many of the daves whom Nebu-hin-Abenoz brought to Careba from the hills have been uncircumcised,”
Coru-hin-lrigod said. "Jeseru, | think you have your gghts on the heart of it." He frowned. "Now, think
you, will those who had this done be satisfied, or will they carry on their hatred againg dl of us?"

"A hard question,” Antrath Alv said. "You Caleras do not serve our gods, but you are our friends. Suffer
meto go apart and pray; | would take counsd with the gods, that they may aid usdl inthis"[Pg 43]






[Pg 45]

Part 2

It was full daylight, but the sun was hidden; a thin rain fel on the landing around a Police Termind
Dhergabar Equivdent when Vadl and Dadla I€ft the rocket. Across the black lavdike pavement, they
could see the bulky form of Tortha Karf, hunched under along cloak, with his flat cap pulled down over
his brow. He shook hands with V|l and kissed cheeks with Dalawhen they joined him.

"Car's over here" he said, nodding toward the waiting vehicle. "Y esterday wasn't one of our better days,
wasit?"

"No. It wasn't." Vdl agreed. They climbed into the car, and the driver lifted Sraight up to two thousand
feet and turned, soaring down to land on the Chief's Headquarters Building, a mile away. "Were not
completely stopped, sr. Ranthar Jard isworking on afew ideas that may lead him to the Kholghoor time
lines where the Wizard Traders are operating. If we can't get them through their output, we may nal them
a the intake."



"Unless they've gotten the wind up and closed down dl ther operations,” Tortha Karf said.

"I doubt if they've done that, Chief,” Val replied. "We don't know who these people are, of course, and
it's hard to judge their reactions, but they're willing to take chances for big gains. | believe they think
they're safe, now that they've closed out the compromised time line and killed the only witness against
them.”

"Wdl, what's Ranthar Jard doing?'

"Trying to locate the sub-sector and probability belt from what the daves can tdl him about ther rdigious
beliefs, about the locd king, and the prince of Jhirda, and the noble families of the neighborhood,” Vdl
sad. "When he has it locdized as closdly as he can, he's going to gtart pdting the whole paratemporal
area with photographic auto-return bals dropped from arcars on Police Temind over the spatid
equivdents of a couple of Croutha-conquered cities. As soon as he gets a photo that shows Croutha with
fireerms, helll have a Wizard Trader time line”

"Sounds smple”" the Chief said.[Pg 46] The car landed, and he helped Ddla out. "I suppose both you and
he know how many chances againgt one he has of finding anything." They went over to an antigrav-shaft
and floated down to the floor on which Tortha Karf had a duplicate of the office in the Paratime Building
on Home Time Line. "It's the only chance we have, though."

"There's one thing that bothers me" Ddla sad, as they entered the office and went back behind the
horseshoe-shaped desk. "I understand that the news about this didn't break on Home Time Line till the
late morning of One-Six-One Day. Nebu-hin-Abenoz was murdered a about 1700 locd time, which
would be 0100 this morning Dhergabar time. That would give this gang fourteen hours to hear the news,
trangmit it to their base, and get these three men hypno-conditioned, disguised, transposed to this Esaron
Sector timeline, and into Careba." She shook her head. "That's pretty fast work."

Tortha Karf looked sdewise a Verkan Val. "Your girl has the mekings of a cop, Val," he commented.

"She's been abig help, on Esaron and Kholghoor Sectors,” Vdl said. "She wants to stay with it and help
me 'l be very glad to have her with me”

Tortha Karf nodded. He knew, too, that Ddla wouldn't want to have to go back to Home Time Line and
wait the long investigation ouit.

"Of course; we can use dl the help we can get. | think we can get a lot from Ddla. Fix her up with some
kind of atitle and police status—technical-expert, assstant, or something like that." He clasped hands,
man-fashion, with her. "Glad to have you on the cops with us, Ddla" he said. Then he turned to Vdl.
"There was dmost twenty-four hours between the time | heard about this and when this blasted Y andar
Y add got hold of the tory. Of dl theinfernd, irresponsble—" He dmost choked with indignation. "And
it was another fourteen hours between the time Skordran sent in his report and | heard about it."

"Golzen Doth sent in a report to his company about the same time Skordran Kirv made his firg report to
his Sector-Regional Subchief." Val mentioned.



"That might be it," Tortha Karf considered. "I wish there were another explanation, because that implies a
vay extengve intdligence network, which means a big organization. But I'm afraid that'sit. | wish | could
pul in everybody in Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs who handled that report, and narco-hypnotize
them. Of course, we can't do things like that on Home Time Line, and with the political Stuation whet it is
NOW—"

"Why, what's been happening, Chief?"

Tortha Karf swore with weary bitterness. "Sagath Trod's what's been happening. At fird, after Yandar
Y add broke the story on the air, there was just alot of unorganized Oppo[pPy 47]Stion sniping in Coundil;
Sdgath waited till the middle of the afternoon, when the Management members were beginning to rdly,
and took the floor. The Centrists and Right Moderates were trying the appeal-to-reason approach; that
did as much good as trying to put out a Ffth Leve forest fire with a hand-extinguisher. Findly. Sdgath
got amoation of censure againg the Management recognized. That means a confidence vote in ten days.
Sdgath has arabble of Leftigs and dissdent Centrists with him; | doubt if he can muster enough votes to
overturn the Management, but it's going to make things rough for us."

"Which may be just the reason Sdgath started this uproar,” Val suggested.

"Tha," Tortha Karf said, "isbeing considered; there is a discreet inquiry being made into Sdgath Trod's
associates, his sources of income, and so on. Nothing has turned up as yet, but we have hopes.”

"I believe" Vdl said, "that we have a better chance right on Home Time Line than outtime.”
Tortha Karf looked up sharply. "So?" he asked.

Val was quffing tobacco into a pipe. "Yes Chief. We have a big aimind organization—let's cdl it the
Save Trug, for a convenience-label. The people who run it aren't stupid. The fact tha they've been
shipping daves to the Esaron Sector for ten years before we found out about it proves that. So does the
gpeed with which they got rid of this Nebu-hin-Abenoz, right in front of a pair of our detectives. For that
matter, SO does the speed with which they moved in to exploit this Croutha invason of Kholghoor Sector
India

"W, I've sudied illegd and subversive organizations dl over paratime, and among the redly successful
ones, there are a few uniform principles. One is cdlular organization—smal groups, acting in isolation
from one another, codperating with other cells but ignorant of their composition. Another is the principle
of no upward contact—|eaders contacting therr subordinates through contact-blocks and ignorant
intermediaries. And another is a willingness to kill off anybody who looks like a potentid betrayer or
forced witness. The late Nebu-hin-Abenoz, for ingtance.

"Il be willing to bet that if we pick up some of these Wizard Traders, say, or a gang that's sdling daves
to some Nebu-hin-Abenoz persondity on some other time ling, and narco-hypnotize them, dl they'll be
able to do will be name a few immediate associates, and the group leader will know that he's contacted
from time to time by some stranger with orders, and that he can make emergency contacts only through
some blind accommodation-address. The men who are running this are right on Home Time Line, many
of themin positions of prominence, and if we can catch one of them and narco-hyp him, we can dart a
chain-reection of disclosures dl through this Save Trug."[Pg 49]



"How are we going to get a these top men?' Tortha Karf wanted to know. "Advertise for them on
telecast?'

"Theyll leave traces; they won't be able to avoid it. | think, right now, that Salgath Trod is one of them. |
think there are other prominent politicians, and business people. Look for irregularities and peculiarities in
outtime currency-exchange transactions. For ingtance, to sections in Esaron Sector obus. Or big gold
bullion transactions.”

"Yes And if they have any redly elaborate outtime bases, they'll need equipment that can only be gotten
on Home Time Ling" Tortha Karf added. "Paratempora conveyer parts, and field-conductor mesh. You
can't just wak into a hardware store and buy that sort of thing."

Ddlaleaned forward to drop her cigarette ash into atray.

"Try looking into the Bureau of Psychologica Hygiene" she suggested. "That's where youll redly drike it
rich.

Vdl and Tortha Karf both turned abruptly and looked at her for an indant.
"Goon," Tortha Karf encouraged. "This sounds interesting.”

"The people back of this™ Ddla said, "are definitdy dassfiable as criminds. They may never perform a
cimind act themsdlves, but they give orders for and profit from such acts, and they mugt possess the
moativetion and psychology of ciminds We define people as aiminds when they suffer from
psychologica aberrations of an antisocid character, usudly paranoid—excessive egoism, disregard for
the rights of others, inability to recognize the socid necessity for mutua codperation and confidence. On
Home Time Line, we have universal psychologica testing, for the purpose of detecting and diminaing
such characteristics.”

"It seems to have faled in this case" Tortha Karf began, then snapped his fingers. "Of course! How
blasted slly can | get, when I'm not trying?'

"Yes, of course” Verkan Vdl agreed. "Hnd out how these people missed being spotted by
psychotesting; that'll lead us to who missed being tested adequately, and dso who got into the Bureau of
Psychologicd Hygiene who didn't belong there.”

"I think you ought to give an invedtigation of the whole BuPsychHyg setup very high priority,” Ddla said.
"A psychotest isonly as good as the people who give it, and if we have ciminds adminisering these
tests—"

"We have our friends on Executive Counall,” Tortha Karf said. "Il see that that point is raised when
Coundll re-convenes." He looked a the clock. "Thetll be in three hours, by the way. If it doesn't
accomplish another thing, itll put Sagath Trod in the middle He can't demand an invedtigation of the
Paratime Police out of one sde of his mouth and oppose an investigation of Psychologica Hygiene out of
the other.[Pg 49) Now what €lse have we to tak about?"



"Those hundred daves we got off the Esaron Sector,” Vdl said. "Wha are we going to do with them?
And if we locate the time line the davers have their bases on, well have hundreds, probably thousands,
more."

"We can't sort them out and send them back to their own time lines, even if that would be desrable”
Tortha Karf decided. "Why, sdtle them somewhere on the Service Sector. | know, the Paratime
Trangpogition Code limits the Service Sector to natives of time lines below second-order barbarism, but
the Paratime Trangpogtion Code has been so badly battered by this business that a few more minor
literd infractions here and there won't make any difference. Where are they now?"

"Police Termind, Nharkan Equivaent.”

"Better hold them there, for the time being. We may have to open a new ServSec time line to take care
of dl the daves we find, if we can locate the outtime base line these people are usng—Val, this thing's
too big to handle as a routine operation, aong with our other work. You take charge of it. Set up your
headquarters here, and help yoursdf to anything in the way of personnel and equipment you need. And
bear in mind that this confidence vote is coming up in ten days—on the morning of One-Seven-Two Day.
I'm not asking for any miracles, but if we don't get this thing cleared up by then, we're in for trouble." [Py
5



"I redize that, Sr. Ddla, you'd better go back to Home Time Line, with the Chief," he said. "There's
nothing you can do to help me, here, a present. Get some rest, and then try to wangle an invitation for
the two of usto dinner at Thavan Dras gpartments this evening.” He turned back to Tortha Karf. "Even
if he never pays any attention to business, Dras gill owns Consolidated Outtime Foodsiuffs,” he said. "He
might be able to find out, or help us find out, how the story about those daves lesked out of his

"W, that won't take much doing," Ddla sad. "If there's as much excitement on Home Time Line as |
think, Dras would turn somersaults and jump through hoops to get us to one of his dinners, right now."

Sdgath Trod pushed the litter of papers and record-tape spools to one side impetiently.

"Wdl, what dse did you expect?' he demanded. "This was the logicd next move. BuPsychHyg is
supposed to detect anybody who bdievesin looking out for his own interests first, and condition him into
apious law-abiding sucker. Well, the sacred Bureau of Sucker-Makers dipped up on alot of us. It's a
naturd dibi for Tortha Karf."

"It's dso alot of grief for dl of us™ the young man in the wrap-around tunic added. "I don't want my
psychotests reviewed by some duty-struck bigot who can't be reasoned with, and neither do you."

"I'm getting something organized to counter that,” Salgath Trod said. "I'm going to attack the whole
stentific bass of psychotesting. Theré's Dr. Frasthor Klav; he's dways contended that what are caled
aimind tendencies are the result of the individud's tota environment, and tha psychotesting and
persondity-andyss are vaudess, because the tota environment changes from day to day, even from
hour to hour—"

"Tha won't do,” the nameess young man who was the messenger of somebody equaly namdess
retorted. "Frasthor's a crackpot; no reputable psychologist or psychig gives his opinions a moment's
consderation. And besides, we don't want to attack Psychologica Hygiene. The people in it with whom
we can do business are our safeguard; they've given dl of us a clean hill of mentd hedth, and we have
papers to prove it. What we have to do isto make it appear that that incident on the Esaron Sector is dl
thereisto this, and a0 involve the Paratime Police themselves. The davers are dl paracops. It isnt the
fault of BuPsychHyg, because the Paratime Police have their own psychotesting gaff. That's where the
trouble is the paracops haven't been adequately testing their own personnd.”

"Now how are you going to do that?' Sdgath Trod asked disdanfully.

"Youll take the floor, the firg thing tomorrow, and utilize these new reveations about the Wizard
Traders. Youll accuse the Paratime Police of beng the Wizard Traders them[py 51)sdlves. Why not?
They have thair own paratempora trangposition equipment shops on Police Termind, they have fadilities
for manufacturing duplicates of any kind of outtime items, like the firearms, for instance, and they know
which time lines on which sectors are being exploited by legitimate paratime traders and which arent.
What's to prevent a gang of unscrupulous paracops from moving in on afew unexploited Kholghoor time
lines, buying captives from the Croutha, and shipping them to the Esaron Sector?’



"Then why would they let athing like this get out?' Salgath Trod inquired.

"Somebody dipped up and moved a lot of daves onto an exploited Esaron time line. Or, rather,
Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs established a plantation on a time line they were shipping daves to.
Parenthetically, that's what redly did happen; the mistake our people made was in not dosing out that
timeline as soon as Consolidated Foodstuffs moved in," the young man said.

"So, this Skordran Kirv, who isadumb boy who doesn't know what the score is, found these daves and
blatted abouit it to this Golzan Doth, and Golzan reported it to his company, and it couldn't be hushed up,
0 now Tortha Karf is trying to scare the public with ghost stories about a gigantic paratemporal
congpiracy, to get more gppropriations and more power."

"How long do you think I'd get away with that?" Sagath Trod demanded. "I can only dretch
parliamentary immunity so far. Sooner or later, I'd have to make formd charges to a specid judicid
committee, and that would mean narco-hypnoss, and then it would al come out.”

"Youll have proof," the young man said. "WEell produce a couple of these Kharandas whom Verkan Vdl
didn't get hold of. Under narco-hypnosis, they'll tedtify that they saw a couple of Wizard Traders take
thar robes off. Under the robes were Paratime Police uniforms. Do you follow me?’

Sdgath Trod made anoise of angry disgust.

"That's ridiculoud | suppose these Kharandas will be given what is ddudedly known as memory
obliteration, and a set of pseudo-memories, how long do you think that would last? About three
ten-days. There is no such thing as memory obliteration; therés memory-suppresson, and
pseudo-memory overlay. You can't get behind that with any quickie narco-hypnosis in the back room of
any police pogt, Il admit that," he said. "But a skilled psychist can discover, ingde of five minutes, when
anarco-hypnotized subject is carying a load of fdse memories, and in time, and not too much time, dl
thet top layer of fase memories and blockages can be peded off. And then where would we be?"

"Now wait a minute, Councilman. This isnt just something | dreamed up,” the vistor said. "This was de
[Pg 52]cided upon at the top. At the very top.”

"I don't care whose idea it was," Sdgath Trod snapped. "The whole thing is idiotic, and | won't have
anything to do with it."

The vidtor's face froze. All the respect vanished from his manner and tone; his voice was like ice cakes
grating together in awinter river.

"Look, Sdgath; thisis an Organization order,” he said. "You don't refuse to obey Organization orders,
and you don't quit the Organization. Now get smart, big boy; do what you're told to." He took a spool of
record tape from his pocket and laid it on the desk. "Outline for your speech; put it in your own words,
but follow it exactly." He stood watching Sdgath Trod for a moment. "I won't bother tdling you what'll
happen to you if you don't,” he added. "Y ou can figure that out for yoursdf.”

With that, he turned and went out the private door. For awhile, Sdgath Trod sat staring after him. Once



he put his hand out toward the spool, then jerked it back as though the thing were radioactive. Once he
looked at the clock; it was just 1600.

The green aircar settled onto the landing stage; Verkan Val, on the front seat beside the driver, opened
the door.

"Want me to cdl for you later, Assstant Verkan?' the driver asked.

"No thank you, Drenth. My wifeand | are going to a dinner-party, and well probably go night-clubbing
afterward. Tomorrow morning, dl the anti-Management commentators will be yakking about my
carousing around when | ought to be baitling the Save Trust. No use advertisng mysdf with an offica
car, and giving them a chance to add, 'at public expense.™

"Wdl, have some fun while you can,” the driver advised, reaching for the car-radio phone. "Want me to
check you in here, Sr?'

"Yes, if you will. Thank you. Drenth."
Kandagro, his human servant, admitted him to the gpartment Sx floors down.

"Midress Ddlaisdressing,” he said. "She asked meto tdl you that you are invited to dinner, this evening,
with Thavan Dras at his gpartment.”

Vdl nodded. "lll talk to her about it now," he said. "Lay out my dress uniform: short jacket, boots and
breeches, and needler.”

"Yes, mager: I'll go lay out your things and get your bath ready."

The servant turned and went into the acove which gave access to the dressng rooms, turning right into
Vdl's Vdl followed him, tuming left into his wifes.

"Oh, Ddla" he cdled.
"In here!" her voice came out of her bathroom.

He passed through the dressing room, to find her stretched on a plastic-sheeted couch, while her maid,
Rendarra, was rubbing her body vig[Pg 53)oroudy with some pungent-amelling Suff about the consstency
of machine-grease. Her face was masked in the suff, and her har was covered with an dadtic cap. He
had aways suspected that beauty was the red feminine rdigion, from the willingness of its devotees to
submit to martyrdom for it. She wiggled a hand at himin gresting.

"How did it go?' she asked.



"So-s0. | organized mysdf a sort of miniature police force within a police force and | have liason officers
inevery organization down to Sector Regiond o that | can be informed promptly in case anything new
tuns up anywhere. What's been hgppening on Home Time Line? | picked up a newssummary a
Paratime Police Headquarters; it seems that a lot more suff has leaked out. Kholghoor Sector, Wizard
Traders and dl. How'd it happen?’

Ddlarolled over to dlow Rendarra to rub the blue-green grease on her back.

"Consolidated Outtime Foodstuffs let a gang of reporters in, today. | think they're afraid somebody will
accuse them of complicity, and they want to get their side of it before the public. All our crowd are off
that Time line except a couple of detectives at the plantation.”

"I know." He amiled; Ddla was thinking of the Paratime Police as "our crowd" now. "How about this
dinner a Dras place?'

"Oh, that was easy.” She shifted podition again. "l just cdled Dras up and told him that our vacation was
off, and he invited us before | could begin hinting. What are you going to wear?"

"Short-jacket greens, | can carry a needler with that uniform, even wear it a the table. | don't think it's
gmart for me to run around unarmed, even on Home Time Line. Especidly on Home Time Ling" he
amended. "When's this afar going to start, and how long will Rendarra take to get that goo off you?"

Sdgath Trod Ieft his aircar at the top landing stage of his apartment building and sent it away to the
hangars under robot control; he glanced about him as he went toward the antigrav shaft. There were a
dozen vehidesin the air above; any of them might have followed him from the Paratime Building. He had
no doubt that he had been under congtant survelllance from the moment the nameless messenger had
ddivered the Organization's ultimatum. Until he delivered that speech, the next morning, or manifested an
intention of refusing to do so, however, he would be safe. After that—

Alone in his office, he had reviewed the stuation point by point, and then gone back and reviewed it
agan; the concluson was inescapable. The Organization had ordered him to make an accusation which
he himsdf knew to be fdse that was the firs premise. The conduson was that he would be killed as
soon as he had made it. That was the trouble with being mixed up with that kind of people—you were
expendable, and[Pg 54] sooner or later, they would decide that they would have to expend you. And what
could you do?

To begin with, an accusation of aimind mafeasance made agangt a Management or Paratime
Commisson agency on the floor of Executive Council was tantamount to an accusation made in court;
automaticaly, the accuser became a crimind  prosecutor, and would have to repeat his accusation under
narco-hypnosis. Then the whole story would come out, bit by bit, back to its beginning in thet firdt illegd
ded in Indo-Turanian opium, diverted from trade with the Khiftan Sector and sold on Second Leve
Luvarian Empire Sector, and the deds in radioactive poisons, and the dave trade. He would be able to
name few names—the Organization kept its activities too well compartmented for that—but he could talk
of things that had happened, and when, and where, and on what paratemporal aress.



No. The Organization wouldnt let that happen, and the only way it could be prevented would be by the
desth of Sdgath Trod, as soon as he had made his speech. All the tak of providing him with
corroborative evidence was slly; it had been intended to lead him more trustingly to the daughter. They'd
kill him, of course, in some way that would be calculated to substantiate the story he would no longer be
able to repudiate. The killer, who would be promptly rayed dead by somebody else, would wear a
Paratime Police uniform, or something like that. That was of no importance, however; by then, held be
beyond caring.

One of histhree ServSec Prole servants—the dim brown gil who was his housekeeper and hostess, and
a0 his mistress—admitted him to the gpartment. He kissed her perfunctorily and closed the door behind
him.

"Youretired," she said. "Let me cal Nindrandigro and have him bring you chilled wine; lie down and rest
until dinner.”

"No, no; | want brandy." He went to a cellaret and got out a decanter and goblet, pouring himsdf a
drink. "How soon will dinner be ready?'

The brown girl squeezed alittle golden globe that hung on a chain around her neck; atiny voice, indde it,
repested: "Eighteen twenty-three ten, eighteen twenty-three eeven, eighteen twenty-three twelve—"

"In hdf an hour. It's ill in the robo-chef," she told him.

He downed hdf the goblet-full, set it down, and went to a panting, a bruta scarlet and apple-green
abdraction, that hung on the wadl. Swinging it asde and reveding the safe behind it, he used his
identity-ggil, took out awad of Paratempora Exchange Bank notes and gave them to the girl.

"Here, Zinganng take these, and take Nindrandigro and Cdilla out for the evening. Go where you can dl
have a good time, and don't come back till after midnight. There will be some business transacted here,
and | want them out of this. Get them[pg 55) out of here as soon as you can; I'll see to the dinner mysdf.
Spend dl of that you want to."

The gifl riffled through the wad of banknotes. "Why, thank you, Trod!" She threw her arms around his
neck and kissed him enthusiagticdly. "I'll go tel them a once.

"And have a good time, Zinganng, have the best time you possibly can,” he told her, embracing and
kissng her. "Now, get out of here; | have to keep my mind on business”

When she had gone, hefinished his drink and poured another. He drew and checked his needler. Then,
after checking the window-shidding and activating the outside viewscreens, he lit a cheroot and sat down
a the desk, his goblet and his needler in front of him, to wait until the servants were gone.

There was only one way out dive. He knew that, and yet he needed brandy, and a great ded of mentd



effort, to sted himsdf for it. Psycho-rehabilitation was a dreadful thing to face. There would be dmogt a
year of unremitting agony, physicd and mentd, worse than a Khiftan torture rack. There would be the
shame of having his innermogt secrets poured out of him by the psychotherapists, and, at the end, there
would emerge someone who would not be Sdgath Trod, or anybody like Sdgath Trod, and he would
have to learn to know this stranger, and build a new life for him.

In one of the viewscreens, he saw the door to the service hdlway open. Zinganna, in a black evening
gown and a black velvet cloak, and Cdilla, the housemaid, in what she believed to be a reasonable
facamile of fashionable Firs Leve dress, and Nindrandigro, in one of his master's evening suits,
emerged. Sdgath Trod waited until they had gone down the hdl to the antigrav shaft, and then he turned
on the vigphone, checked the security, set it for sedled beam communication, and punched out a
combingtion.

A girl inagreen tunic looked out of the screen.
"Paratime Police," she said. "Office of Chief Tortha"

"I am Executive Councilman Sdlgath Trod," he told her. "'l am, and for the past fifteen years have been,
aimindly involved with the organization responsible for the dave trade which recently came to light on
Third Levd Esaron. | give mysdf up unconditiondly; | am willing to make ful confesson under
narco-hypnosis, and will accept whatever dispostion of my case islanfully judged fit. Youll have to send
an escort for me | might start from my gpartment aone, but I'd be killed before | got to your
headquarters—"

The girl, who had begun to ligen in the bored manner of public servants phone girls, was saring
wide-eyed.

"Just a moment, Councilman Sdlgath; I'll put you through to Chief Tortha"

The dinner lacked a hdf hour of being served; Thadvan Dras guestsipg 56] loitered about the drawing
room, sampling appetizers and chilled drinks and chaiting in groups. It wasn't the artistic crowd usud at
Thavan Dras dinners, mogt of the guests seemed to be business or political people. Thadvan Dras had
gotten Vdl and Ddlainto the smdl group around him, aong with pudgy, infantile-faced Brogoth Zdn, his
confidential secretary, and Javrath Brend, hisfinencd attorney.

"I don't see why they're making such a fuss about it," one of the Banking Cartel people was saying.
"Caudng alot of public excitement al out of proportion to the importance of the affar. After dl, those
people were daves on therr own time ling, and if anything, they're much better off on the Esaron Sector
then they would be as captives of the Croutha. As far as that goes, what's the difference between that
and the way we drag these Fourth Level Primitive Sector-Complex people off to Ffth Leve Service
Sector to work for us?'

"Oh, there's a big difference, Farn," Javrath Brend said. "We recruit those Fourth Leve Primitives out of



probability worlds of Stone Age savagery, and transpose them to our own Ffth Leve time lines,
practicdly outtime extensons of the Home Time Line. There's absolutely no question of the Paratime
Secret being compromised.”

"Beside, we need a certain amount of human labor, for tasks requiring origind thought and decison that
are beyond the ahility of robots, and mogt of it is work our Citizens Smply[Pg 571 wouldn't perform,”
Thalvan Dras added.

"Wadl, from amord standpoint, wouldn't these Esaron Sector people who buy the daves judify davery in
the same terms?’ a woman whom VI had identified as a Left Moderate Council Member asked.

"Theres dill a big difference” Ddla told her. "The ServSec Proles aren't beaten or tortured or chained;
we don't break up families or separate friends. When we recruit Fourth Level Primitives, we take whole
tribes, and they come willingly. And—"

One of Thalvan Dras black-liveried human servants, of the class under discusson, approached Vall.

"A visphone cdl for your lordship,” he whispered. "Chief Tortha Karf cdling. If your lordship will come
thisway—"

In a screen-booth outside, Val found Tortha Karf looking out of the screen; he was seated a his desk,
fidding with a gold multicolor pen.



"Oh, Vdl; something interesting has just come up." He spoke in a voice of forced camness. "l can't go
into it now, but youll want to hear about it. I'm sending a car for you. Better bring Ddla dong; shell want
inon it, too."

"Right; welll be on the top south-west landing stage in afew minutes”

Ddla was 4ill heatedly repudiating any resemblance between the normd Firs Leve methods of
labor-recruitment and the activities of the Wizard Traders; she had just finished the story of the woman
whose child had been brained when Val rejoined the group.

"Dras, I'm awfully sorry," he said. "Thisis the second timein succession that Dala and | have had to bolt
away from here, but policemen are like doctors—aways on cdl, and consequently unrdiable guedts.
While you're feadting, think commiseratingly of Ddla and me; well probably be having a sandwich and a
cup of coffee somewhere.”

"I'm terribly sorry." Thalvan Dras replied. "We had dl been looking forward—Well! Brogoth, have a car
cdled for Vdl and Ddla"

"Police car coming for us; it's probably on the landing stage now," Val said. "Wél, good-by, everybody.
Coming, Dal&?"

They had a few minutes to wait, under the marquee, before the green police aircar landed and came
ralling across the rain-wet surface of the landing stage. Crossing to it and opening the rear door, he put
Ddlain and dimbed in after her, danming the door. It was only then that he saw Tortha Karf hunched
down in the rear seat. He motioned them to silence, and did not speak until the car was rigng above the
building.

"I wanted to fill you in on this, as soon as possible” he said. "Your hunch about Sdgath Trod was good,
just afew minutes before | caled you, he called me. He says this dave trade is the work of something he
cdls the Organization; says he's been teking orders from them for years.[py 58] His attack on the
Management and motion for a censure-vote were dictated from Organization top echelon. Now he's
convinced that they're going to force him to make false accusations againg the Paratime Police and then
kill him before he's compelled to repeat his charges under narco-hypnosis. So he's offered to surrender
and trade information for protection.”

"How much does he know?' Val asked.

Tortha Karf shook his head. "Not as much as he dams to, | suppose; he wouldn't want to reduce his
own trade-in vaue. But he's been involved in this thing for the lagt fifteen years, and with his political
prominence, he'd know quite alot.”

"We can protect him from his own gang; can we protect him from psycho-rehabilitation?"



"No, and he knows it. He's willing to accept that. He seems to think that desth a the hands of his own
associates is the only other dternative. Probably right, too."

Thefloodlighted green towers of the Paratime Building were wheding under them as they circled down.

"Why would they sacrifice a vauable accomplice like Sdgath Trod, in order to make a transparently fase
accusation againg us?' Val wondered.

"Ha, that's our new rookie cop's idea" Tortha Karf chuckled, nodding toward Ddla "We got Zortan
Harn to introduce an urgent-business mation to gppoint a committee to investigate BuPsychHyg, this
morning. The mation passed, and this is the reaction to it. The Organization's scared. Just as Ddla
predicted, they don't want us finding out how people with potentidly crimind characteristics missed being
spotted by psychotesting. Salgath Trod is being sacrificed to block or delay that.”

Vdl nodded as the whed's bumped on the landing stage and the antigrav fidd went off. That was the sort
of thing that happened when you started on a redly fruitful line of investigation. They got out and hurried
over under the marquee, the car lifting and moving off toward the hangars. This was the red break; no
meatter how this Organization might be compartmented, a man like Sdgath Trod would know a great
dedl. He would name names, and the bearers of those names, arrested and narco-hypnotized, would
name other names, in a perfect chain reaction of confessions and betrayals.

Another police car had landed just ahead of them, and three men were dimbing out; two were in
Paratime Police green, and the third, hand-cuffed, was in Service Sector Proletarian garb. At firg, Vvl
though that Sdgath Trod had been brought in disguised as a Prole prisoner, and then he saw tha the
prisoner was short and stocky, not at dl like the dender and degant palitician. The two officers who had
brought him in were talking to a lieutenant, Sothran Barth, outsde the antigrav shaft kiosk. As Vvl and
Tortha Karf and Dalawalked over, the car which had brought them lifted out.[Pg 59]

"Something that just came in from Indudtrid Twenty-four, Chief," Lieutenant Sothran said in answer to
Tortha Karf's question. "May be for Assstant Verkan's desk.”

"He's a Prole named Yandragno, gr,” one of the policemen said. "Indudrid Sector Constabulary
grabbed him peddling Martian hellweed cigarettes to the girls in a textile mill & Kangabar Equivaent.
Captain Jamzar thinks he may have gotten them from somebody in the Organization.”

A little warning bdll began ringing in the back of Verkan Val's mind, but at firs he could not conscioudy
identify the cause of his suspicions. He looked the two policemen and ther prisoner over carefully, but
could see nathing visbly wrong with them. Then another car came in for a landing and rolled over under
the marquee; the door opened, and a police officer got out, followed by an degantly dressed dvilian
whom he recognized at once as Sdgath Trod. A second policeman was emerging from the car when Vall
suddenly redized what it was that had disturbed him.

It had been Sdgah Trod, himsdf, less than hdf an hour ago, who had introduced the term, "the



Organization,” to the Paratime Police. At that time, if these people were what they damed to be, they
would have been in transpostion from Indudrid Twenty-four, on the Ffth Leve. Immediady, he
reached for his needler. He was dearing it of the holster when things began happening.

The handcuffs fdl from the "prisoner's' wridts, he jerked a neutron-disruption blaster from under his
jacket. Vadl, his needler dready drawn, rayed the fdlow dead before he could am it, then saw that the
two pseudo-policemen had drawn their needlers and were aming in the direction of Sdgath Trod. There
were no flashes or reports; only the spot of light that had winked on and off under Val's rear Sght hed
told him that his wegpon had been activated. He saw it appear again as the sghts centered on one of the
"palicemen.” Then he saw the other impogter's needler amed at himsdf. That was the lagt thing he
expected ever to see, inthat life he tried to shift his own wegpon, and time seemed frozen, with hisarm
bardy moving. Then there was a white blur as Ddlas cloak moved in front of him, and the needler
dropped from the fingers of the disguised murderer. Time went back to norma for him; he safetied his
own wegpon and dropped it, jumping forward.

He grabbed the fdlow in the green uniform by the nose with hisleft hand, and punched him hard in the pit
of the ssomach with hisright fist. The man's mouth flew open, and a green capsule, the Sze and shape of
agmdl bean, flew out. Pushing Ddla aside before she would step on it, he kicked the murderer in the
stomach, doubling him over, and chopped him on the base of the skull with the edge of his hand. The
pseudo-policeman dropped senseless.

With a handful of handkerchief[ry 60]-tissue from his pocket, he picked up the disgorged capsule,
wrapping it carefully after meking sure that it was unbroken. Then he looked around. The other two
assassins were dead. Tortha Karf, who had been looking a the mean in Proletarian dress whom Vall had
killed firg, turned, looked in another direction, and then cursed. Val followed his eyes, and cursed aso.
One of the two policemen who had gotten out of the aircar was dead, too, and so was the al-important
witness, Sdgath Trod—as dead as Nebu-hin-Abenoz, a hundred thousand parayears away.

The whole thing had ended within thirty seconds; for about hdf as long, everybody waited, poised in a
sort of action-vacuum, for something ese to happen. Ddla had dropped the shoulder-bag with which she
hed clubbed the prisoner's needler out of his hand, and caught up the falen weapon. When she saw that
the man was down and motionless, she laid it aside and began picking up the glittering or slken trifles that
hed spilled from the burst bag. Val retrieved his own wespon, glanced over it, and holstered it. Sothran
Barth, the lieutenant in charge of the landing stage, was bawling orders, and men were coming out of the
ready-room and piling into vehides to pursue the aircar which had brought the ns.

"Bath!" Val cdled. "Have you a hypodermic and a deep-drug ampoule? Wdl, give this boy a shot; he's
only impact-stunned. Be careful of him; he's important.” He glanced around the landing-stage. "Fact is,
he'sdl we have to show for this busness”

Then he stooped to hep Ddla gather her things, picking up a few of them—a lighter, a tiny crysd
perfume flask, miraculoudy unbroken, a face-powder box which had sprung open and spilled hdf its
contents. He handed them to her, while Sothran Barth bent over the prisoner and gave him an injection,
then went to the body of the other pseudo-policeman, forcing open his mouth. In his cheek, dill



unbroken, was a second capsule, which he added to the first. Tortha Karf was watching him.

"Same gang that killed that Carera daver on Esaron Sector?' he asked. "Of course, exactly the same
generd procedure. Let's have alook at the other one”

The man in Proletarian dress mugt have had his capsule between his molars when he had been killed; it
was broken, and there was a brownish discoloration and chemica odor in his mouth.

"Second time we've had a witness killed off under our noses,” Tortha Karf said. "Weére going to have to
smarten up in a hurry.”

"Here's one of uswho doesn't have to, much,” Val said, nodding toward Ddla "She knocked a needler
out of one man's hand, and we took him dive. The Force owes her a new shoulder-bag: she spoiled that
one usng it for aclub.”

"Begt shoulder-bag we can find you, Ddla™ Tortha Karf promised. "Y ou're promoted, herewith, to Spe
[Pg 61]dd Chief's Assgtant's Specid Assstant—You know, this Organization murder-section is good;
they could kill anybody. It won't be long before they assign a squad to us. Blagt it, | don't want to have to
go around bodyguarded like a Fourth Levd dictator, but—"

A detective came out of the control room and approached.

"Screen cdl for you, gr," he told Tortha Karf. "One of the news services wants a comment on a story
they've just picked up that weve illegdly arested Councilman Sdgath and are holding him
incommunicado and searching his gpartment.”

"That's the Organization,” Val said. "They don't know how ther boys made out; they're hoping well tdl
them.”

"No comment,” Tortha Karf said. "Cdl the gil on my switchboard and tdl her to answer any other
news-service cals. We have nothing to say a this time, but there will be a public datement at ... a
2330," he decided after a glance at his watch. "Thetll give us time to agree on a publicity line to adopt.
Lieutenant Sothran! Take charge up here. Get dl these bodies out of Sght somewhere, induding those of
Councdilman Sdgath and Detective Mdthor. Don't let anybody tak about this put a blackout on the
whole story. Vdl, you and Ddla and ... oh, you, over there; take the prisoner down to my office
Sothran, any reports from any of the cars that were chasing that fake police car?'

Verkan Vdl and Ddla were gtting behind Tortha Karf's desk; Val was issuing orders over the intercom
and talking to the detectives who had remained a Sdgath Trod's apartment by visscreen; Ddla was
sorting over the things she had spilled when her bag had burst. They both looked up as Tortha Karf came
inand joined them.

"The prisoner's dill under the drug,” the Chief said. "Hell be out for a couple of hours; the psych-techs
want to let him come out of it naturdly and deep naturdly for a while before they give him a hypno. He's
not a ServSec Prole; uncircumcised, never had any syntho-enzyme shots or immunizations, and none of
the longevity operations or grafts. Same thing for the two diffs And no identity records on any of the



threa"

"The men a Sdlgath's gpartment say that his housekeeper and his two servants checked out through the
house conveyer for ServSec One-Six-Five, a about 1830," Vdl said. "There's a Prole entertainment
center on that time line. | suppose Sagath gave them the evening off before he caled you.”

Tortha Karf nodded. "I suppose you ordered them picked up. The news services are going wild about
this | had to make a prdiminary statement, to the effect that Sdgath Trod was not arrested, came to
Headquarters of his own valition, and is under no restraint whatever."

"Except, of course, adight case of rigor mortis” Ddla added. "Did you mention that, Chief?'[Pg 62]

"No, | didn't." Tortha Karf looked as though he had quinine in his mouth. "Vadl, how in blazes are we
going to handle this?'

"We ought to keep Sagath's death hushed up, as long as we can," Vdl said. "The Organization doesn't
know positively what happened here; that's why they're handing out tips to the news services. Let's try to
make them believe he's dill dive and taking.”

"How can we do it?'

"There ought to be somebody on the Force close enough to Sadgath Trod's anthropometric specifications
that our cosmeticians could work him over into a passable impersonation. Our story is that Sdgath is on
Pol Term, undergoing narco-hypnosis. We will produce an audio-visud of hm as soon as he is out of
narco-hyp. Tha will give us time to fix up an impersonator; Well need a lot of sound-recordings of
Sdgath Trod's voice, of course—"

"Il take care of the Home Time Line end of it; as soon as we get you an impersonator, you go to work
with him. Now, let's see whom we can depend on to help us with this. Lovranth Rolk, of course; Home
Time Line section of the Paratime Code Enforcement Divison. And—"

Verkan Vdl and Ddla and Tortha Karf and four or five others looked across the desk and to the end of
the room as the telecast screen broke into a shifting light-pattern and then cleared. The face of the
announcer appeared; ayoung woman.

"And now, we bring you the statement which Chief Tortha of the Paratime Police has promised for this
time. This portion of the program was audio-visudly recorded at Paratime Police Headquarters earlier
this evening.”

Tortha Karf's face appeared on the screen. His voice began an announcement of how Executive
Coundlmen Salgath Trod had caled him by visphone, admitting to complicity in the recently-discovered
paratempora dave-trade.



"Here is a recording of Councilman Sdgath's cal to me from his apartment to my office at 1945 this
evening.”

The screen-image shattered into light-shards and rebuilt itsdf: Sdgath Trod, at his desk in the library of
his gpartment, the brandy-goblet and the needler within reach, appeared. He began to speak: from time
to time the voice of Tortha Karf interrupted, questioning or prompting him.

"You understand that this confession renders you lidble to psycho-rehabilitation?' Tortha Karf asked.
Y es, Councilman Salgath understood thet.

"And you agree to come voluntarily to Paratime Police Headquarters, and you will voluntarily undergo
narco-hypnotic interrogation?"

Yes, Sdgath Trod agreed to that.

"I am now terminaing the playback of Councilman Sdgath's cdl to me" Tortha Karf said, re-appearing
on the screen. "At this point Councilman Salgath began making a state[py 63jment about his arimind
activities, which we have on record. Because he named a number of his aimind associates, whom we
have no intention of warning, this portion of Councilman Salgath's cdl cannot at this time be made public.
We have no intention of having any of these suspects escape, or of giving their associates an opportunity
to murder them to prevent ther fumishing us with additiona information. Incidentdly, there was an
attempt, made on the landing stage of Paratime Police Headquarters, to murder Councilman Sdgath,
when he was brought here guarded by Paratime Police officers—"

He went on to give a colorful and, as fa as posshble, truthful, account of the attack by the two
pseudo-policemen and their pseudo-prisoner. As he told it, however, dl three had been killed before
they could accomplish their purpose, one of them by Salgath Trod himsdf.

Theimage of Tortha Karf was replaced by aview of the three assassins lying on the landing stage. They
dl looked dead, even the one who wasn't; there was nothing to indicate that he was merdy drugged.
Then, one after another, thar faces were shown in closeup, while Tortha Karf asked for close atention
and memorization.

"We bdieve that these men were Ffth Leve Proles, we think that they were under hypnotic influence or
obeying posthypnotic commands when they made their suicidd attack. If any of you have ever seen any
of these men before, it isyour duty to inform the Paratime Police.”

That ended it. Tortha Karf pressed a button in front of him and the screen went dark. The spectators
relaxed.

"Wdl! Nothing like being sincere with the public, is there?' Della commented. "I'l remember this the next
time | tunein a Management public statement.”



"In about five minutes," one of the bureau-chiefs, said, "dl hdl is going to break loose. | think the whole
thing is crazy!"

"I hope you have somebody who can give a convincing impersonation,” Lovranth Rolk said.

"Yes A fidd agent named Kostran Gdth," Tortha Karf said. "We ran the persona description cards for
the whole Force through the machineg, Kostran checked to within one-twentieth of one per cent; he's on
Police Termind, now, coming by rocket from Ravvanan Equivdent. We ought to have the whole thing
reedy for telecast by 1730 tomorrow."

"He can't learn to imitate Salgath's voice convindngly in that time, with dl the work the cosmeticiansli
have to be doing on him," Ddla said.

"Make up atape of Sdgath's own voice, out of that pile of recordings we got a his apartment, and what
we can get out of the newsfile" Val said. "We have phoneticists who can split syllables and splice them
together. Kostran will ddiver his speech in dumb-show, and well dubjpg 64] the sound in and telecast
them as one. I've messaged PolTerm to get to work on that; they can start as soon as we have the
Speech written.”

"The more it succeeds now, the worse the blow-up will be when we findly have to admit that Sdgath
was killed here tonight," the Chief Inter-officer Co0rdinator, Zostha Olv said. "Wed better have
something to show the public to judtify that.”

"Yes, we had," Tortha Kaf agreed. "Vdl, how about the Kholghoor Sector operation. How far's
Ranthar Jard gotten toward locating one of those Wizard Trader time lines?'



"Not very far," Vdl admitted. "He has it pinned down to the sub-sector, but the belt seems to be one we
haven't any information at dl for. Never been any legitimate penetration by paratimers. He has his own
hagiologists, and a couple borrowed from Outtime Rdligious Ingtitute; they've gotten everything the daves
can give them on that. About the only thing to do is start random observation with boomerang-bals.”

"Over about a hundred thousand time lines" Zostha Olv scoffed. He was an old man, even for his
long-lived race; he had athin nose and a narrow, bitter, mouth. "And what will he look for?!

"Crouthawith guns" Tortha Karf told him, then turned to Val. "Can't he narrow it more than that? What
have his experts been getting out of those daves?' [Py 65]

"That | don't know, to date" Vdl looked at the clock. "Il find out, though; I'll transpose to Police
Termind and cal him up. And Skordran Kirv. No. Vulthor Tharn; itd hurt the old fdlow's fedings if |
by-passed him and went to one of his subordinates. Haf an hour each way, and a most another hour
tadking to Ranthar and Vulthor; there won't be anything doing here for two hours™ He rose. "See you
when | get back."

Ddla had turned on the telescreen again; after tuning out a dance orchestra and a comedy show, she got
the image of an angry-faced man in evening clothes.

"... And I'm going to demand a full invedtigation, as soon as Council convenes tomorrow morning!” he
was shouting. "This whole story is a preposterous inault to the integrity of the entire Executive Council,
your elected representatives, and it shows the arimind lengths to which this would-be dictator, Tortha
Karf, and hisjacka Verkan Val will go—"

"So long, jackd." Ddlacdled to him as he went ouit.

He spent the hdf-hour trangpodtion to Police Temind deeping. Paratime-trangpositions and
rocket-flights seemed to be his only chance to get any deep. He was dill deepy when he sat down in
front of the radio telescreen behind his duplicate of Tortha Karf's desk and put through a cdl to Nharkan
Equivaent. It was 0600 in Indig the Sector Regiond Deputy Subchief who was holding down Ranthar
Jard's desk looked equaly deepy; he had amug of coffeein front of him, and a brown-paper cigarette in
his mouth.

"Oh, hello, Assstant Verkan. Want me to cal Subchief Ranthar?'
"Is he degping? Then for mercy's sake don't. What's the present status of the invedtigation?'

"Wdl, we were dropping boomerang bdls yesterday, while we had sun to mask the return-flashes.
Nothing. The Croutha have taken the city of Sohram, just below the big bend of the river. Tomorrow,
when we have aunlight, were going to sart boomerang-bdling the centrd square. We may get
something.”



"The Wizard Tradersll be movingin near there, about now," Vdl said. "The Croutha ought to have plenty
of merchandise for them. Have you gotten anything more done on narrowing down the possible area?”

The deputy bit back a yawvn and reached for his coffee mug.

"The experts have just about pumped these daves empty,” he said. "The locd rdigion is a mess. Seems
to have started out as a Great Mother cult; then it picked up alot of gods borrowed from other peoples;
then it turned into a dudistic monotheism; then it picked up a lot of minor gods and devils—new devils
usudly gods of the older pantheon. And we got a lot of gossip about the feudd wars and faction-fights
among the nohility, and so on, dl garbled, because these people are peasants who only knew what went
on on the estate of their own lord."[Pg 66]

"What did go on there?' Vdl asked. "Ask them about recent improvements, new buildings, new fidds
cleared, new paddies flooded, that sort of thing. And pick out a few of the highest 1Q's from both time
lines and have them locate this estate on a large-scae map, and draw plans showing the location of
buildings, fidds and other visble features. If you have to, teach them mapping and sketching by
hypno-mech. And then drop abouit five hundred to a thousand boomerang bdls, a regular intervas, over
the whole paratemporal area. When you locate atime line that gives you a picture to correspond to their
description, boomerang the main square in Sohram over the whole bet around it, to find Croutha with
firearms”

The deputy looked at him for a moment then gulped more coffee.

"Can do, Assgtant Verkan. | think I'll send somebody to wake up Subchief Ranthar, right now. Want to
tak to him."

"Wont be necessary. You're recording this cdl, of course? Then play it back to him. And get cracking
with the daves, you want enough information out of them to enable you to start boomerang bdling as
soon as the sun's high enough.”

He broke off the connection and sent out for coffee for himsdf. Then he put through a cdl to Novilan
Equivaent, in western North America.

It was 1530, there, when he got Vulthor Tharn on the screen.

"Good afternoon. Assstant Verkan. | suppose youre cdling about the dave business. I've turned the
entire matter over to FHed Agent Skordran; gave him a temporary rank of Deputy Subchief. That's
subject to your gpprova and Chief Tortha's, of course—"

"Make the gppointment permanent,” Val said. "Il have a confirmation aong from Chief Tortha directly.
And let me tak to him now, if you please. Subchief Vulthor."

"Yes, gr. Switching you over now." The screen went into a beautiful burst of abstract art, and cleared,



after awhile, with Skordran Kirv looking out of it.

"Helo, Deputy Skordran, and congratulations. What's come up since we had Nebu-hin-Abenoz cut out
from under us?'

"We went in on that time ling, that same night, with an airboat and made a recon in the hills back of
Careba. Scared the fear of Safar into a party of Caeras while we were working at low dtitude, by the
way. We found the conveyer-head dte: hundred-foot circle with dl the grass and loose dirt transposed
off it and a pole pen, very unsanitary where about two-three hundred daves would be kept a atime. No
indications of use in the lagt ten days. We did some pretty thorough boomeranging on that spatid
equivaent over a couple of thousand time lines and found thirty more of them. | believe the davers have
closed out the whole[Pg 67] Esaron Sector operation, at least temporarily.”

That was what he'd been afraid of; he hoped they wouldn't do the same thing on the Kholghoor Sector.
"Let me have the designations of the time lines on which you found conveyer heads" he said.
"Jus a moment, Chief's Assistant; I'll photoprint them to you. Set for reception?”

Vadl opened adide under the screen and saw that the photoprint film was in place, then closed it again,
nodding. Skordran Kirv fed a sheet of paper into his screen cabinet and his am moved forward out of
the picture.

"On, dr," he said. He and Vall counted ten seconds together, and then Skordran Kirv sad: "Through to
you." Vdl pressed alever under his screen, and a rectangle of microcopy print popped out.

"That's about dl | have, sr. Want me to keep my troops ready here, or shdl | send them somewhere
ds=?'

"Keep them ready, Kirv," Vdl told him. "Y ou may need them before long. Cdl you later.”

He put the microcopy in an enlarger, and carried the enlarged print with him to the conveyer room. There
was something odd about the lig of time line designations. They were expressed numericdly, in Frst
Leve notation; extremely short groups of symbols capable of exact expresson of dmost inconceivably
enormous numbers. V|l had only a generd-education smattering of mathematics—enough to quaify him
for the char of Higher Mathematics a any universty on, say, the Fourth Levd Europo-American
Sector—and he could not identify the peculiarity, but he could recognize tha there existed some sort of
pattern. Shoving in the Sarting lever, he relaxed in one of the chairs, waiting for the trangpostion fidd to
build up around him, and fdl adeep before the mesh dome of the conveyer had vanished. He woke, the
lig of timeline designations in his hand, when the conveyor remateridized on Home Time Line. Putting it
in his pocket, he hurried to an antigrav shaft and floated up to the floor on which Tortha Karf's office
was.



Tortha Karf was adeep in his chair; Dala was eating a dinner that had been brought in to her—something
better than the sandwich and mug of coffee Vdl had mentioned to Thavan Dras. Severd of the bureau
chiefs who had been there when he had gone out had left, and the psychist who had taken charge of the
prisoner was there.

"I think he's coming out of the drug, now," he reported. "Still adeep, though. We want him to waken
naturdly before we start on him. They'll call me as soon as he shows sgns of dirring.”

"The Opposition's daiming, now, that we drugged and hypnotized Sdgath into making that visscreen
confesson,” Ddla said. "Can you think of any way you could do that without meking the subject
incapable of lying?'[Pg 63

"Pseudo-memories,” the psychigt said. "It would take about three times as long as the time between
Sdgath Trod's departure from his gpartment and the time of the telecast, though—"

"You know much higher math?' Val asked the psychist.

"W, enough to handle my job. Neuron-synapse inter-relations, memory-and-association patterns, that
kind of thing, al have to be expressed mathematicaly.”

Vdl nodded and handed him the time-line designation lig.
"See any kind of a pattern there?" he asked.
The psychist looked at the paper and blanked his face as he drew on hypnotically-acquired informetion.

"Yes I'd say that dl the numbers are related in some kind of a series to some other number. Smplified
down to kindergarten levd, say the difference between A and B is, maybe, one-decillionth of the
difference between X and A, and the difference between B and C is one-decillionth of the difference
between X and B, and so on—"

A voice came out of one of the communication boxes.
"Dr. Nentrov; the patient's out of the drug, and he's beginning to gir about.”

"That'sit," the psychig said. "I have to run." He handed the sheet back to Vadl, took a last drink from his
coffee cup, and bolted out of the room.

Ddla picked up the sheet of paper and looked at it. V| told her whet it was.

"If those timelines are in regular series, they relate to the base line of operations,” she said. "Maybe you
can have that worked out. | can see how it would be; a stated interval between the Esaron Sector lines,
to amplify transposition control settings”

"That was what | was thinking. It's not quite as Smple as Dr. Nentrov expressed it, but that could be the



generd idea. We might be able to work out the location of the base line from that. There seems to be a
break in the number sequencein here; that would be the time line Skordran Kirv found those daves on.”
He reached for the pipe he had left on the desk when he had gone to Police Termind and began filling it.

A little later, a buzzer sounded and a light came on on one of the communication boxes. He flipped the
switch and said, "Verkan Vdl here" Sothran Barth's voice came cut of the box.

"They've just brought in Salgath Trod's servants. Picked them up as they came out of the house conveyer
at the gpartment building. | don't believe they know what's happened.”

Vdl flipped a switch and twiddled a did; a viewscreen lit up, showing the landing stage. The police car
had just landed: one detective had gotten out, and was hdping the girl, Zinganna, who had been Sdgath
Trod's housekeeper and midress, to descend. She was redly beautiful. Val[pg 69 thought: rather tal,
dender, with dark eyes and a creamy light-brown skin. She wore a black cloak, and, under it, a black
and dlver evening gown. A sngle jewd twinkled in her black hair. She could have very eesly passed for
awomean of hisown race.

The housemad and the butler were a couple of entirdy different articles. Both were about four or five
generations from Fourth Level Primitive savagery. The maid, in garishly chesp finery, was big-boned and
heavy-bodied, with red-brown har; she looked like a member of one of the northern European
reindeer-herding peoples who had bardly managed to progress as far as the bow and arrow. The butler
was probably a mixture of hdf a dozen primitive races; he was wearing one of his late master's evening
quits, a bright mellow-pink, which was digtinctly unflattering to his complexion.

The sound-pickup was too far away to give hm what they were saying, but the butler and mad were
waving ther ams and protesting vehemently. One of the detectives took the woman by the arm; she
jerked it loose and amed a backhand dgp a him. He blocked it on his forearm. Immediady, the gifl in
black turned and said something to her, and she subsided. Vdl sad, into the box:

"Barth, have the girl in the black cloak brought down to Number Four Interview Room. Put the other
two in separate detention cubicles, well tak to them later." He broke the connection and got to his feet.
"Come on, Ddla | want you to hdp me with the girl.”

"Jug try and stop me" Ddlatold him. "Any interviews you have with thet little item, | want to stin on.”

The Proletarian girl, gill guarded by a detective, had dready been placed in the interview room. The
detective nodded to Val, tried to suppress a grin when he saw Ddlabehind him, and went out. Val saw
hiswife and the prisoner seated, and produced his cigarette case, handing it around.

"Y ou're Zinganng; you're of the household of Councilman Sagath Trod, aren't you?' he asked.

"Housekeeper and hostess,” the girl replied. "I am dso his migtress”



Vdl nodded, smiling. "Which confirms my long-danding respect for Councilman Sdgath's exquidte
tegte

"Why, thank you," she said. "But | doubt if | was brought here to receive compliments. Or was 17"

"No, I'm afrad not. Have you heard the newscasts of the past few hours concerning Councilman
Sdgah?'

She draightened in her seet, looking a him serioudly.

"No. | and Nindrandigro and Cdilla spent the evening on ServSec One-Six-Five. Councilman Salgath
told me that he had some business and wanted them out of the gpartment, and wanted me to keep an eye
on them. We didn't hear any news at dl." She hesitated. "Has anything ... serious ... happened?”’

Vdl sudied her for amoment,[Py 70] then glanced at Ddla. There existed between himsdf and his wife a
sort of vague, semitelepathic, rapport; they had never been able to tranamit definite and exact thoughts,
but they could clearly prehend one another's fedings and emotions. He was conscious, now, of Ddlas
sympathy for the Proletarian girl.

"Zinganna, I'm going to tdl you something that is being kept from the public,” he said. "By doing so, | will
meake it necessary for us to detain you, at least for afew days. | hope you will forgive me, but | think you
would forgive me lessif | didn't tdl you."

"Something's happened to him," she said, her eyes widening and her body tensing.
"Yes, Zinganna At about 2010, thisevening,” he said, "Councdilman Salgath was murdered.”

"Oh!" She leaned back in the chair, dodng her eyes. "He's dead?' Then, again, Statement instead of
question: "He's dead!”

For along moment, she lay back in the chair, as though trying to reorient her mind to the fact of Sagath
Trod's degth, while Vdl and Ddla sat watching her. Then she stirred, opened her eyes, looked at the
cigarette in her fingers as though she had never seen it before, and leaned forward to Suff it into an ash
receiver.

"Who did it?' she asked, the Stone Age savage who had been her ancestor not ten generaions ago
pesping out of her eyes.

"The men who actudly used the needlers are dead,” Vadl told her. "I killed a couple of them mysdf. We
dill have to find the men who planned it. I'd hoped you'd want to help us do that, Zinganna"

He side-glanced to Ddla again; she nodded. The relationship between Zinganna and Salgath Trod hadn't
been purdy business with her; there had been some red affection. He told her what had happened, and
when he reached the point a which Sdgath Trod had caled Tortha Karf to confess complicity in the
dave trade, her lips tightened and she nodded.



"I was afrad it was something like that," she said. "For the last few days, well, ever Snce the news about
the dave trade got out, he's been worried about something. I've aways thought somebody had some
kind of a hold over him. Different times in the past, he's done things so far againg his own politica best
interests thet I've had to bdieve he was being forced into them. Well, thistime they tried to force him too
far. What then?"

Vdl continued the story. "So we're keeping this hushed up, for a while. The way we're letting it out,
Sdgah Trod isdill dive, on Police Termind, talking under narco-hypnosis.”

She amiled savagely. "And they'll get frightened, and frightened men do foalish things™ she finished. She
hadn't been a palitician's migtress for nothing. "What can | do to hdp?'

"Tdl us everything you can,” he said. "Maybe we can be able to take[pg 71] such actions as we would
have taken if Sdgath Trod had lived to tak to us”

"Yes of course" She got another cigarette from the case Vdl had laid on the table. "I think, though, that
you'd better give me a narco-hypnosis. You want to be able to depend on what I'm going to tdl you, and
| want to be able to remember things exactly."

Vdl nodded approvingly and turned to Dala

"Can you handle this, yoursdf?' he asked. "Therés an audio-visud recorder on now; here's everything
you need.” He opened the drawers in the table to show her the narco-hypnotic equipment. "And the
phone has a whisper mouthpiece; you can cdl out without worrying about your message getting into
Zingannas subconscious. Well, I'll see you when you're through; you bring Zinganna to Police Termind;
Il probably be there."

He went out, clasing the door behind him, and went down the hal, meeting the officer who had taken
charge of the butler and housemaid.

"Weé're having trouble with them, gr," he said. "Hodtile. Ydling about ther rights, and demanding to see a
representative of Proletarian Protective League.”

Vdl mentioned the Proletarian Protective League with unflattering vulgarity.
"If they don't coOperate, drag them out and inject them and question them anyhow,” he said.

The detective-lieutenant looked worried. "Weve been taking a pretty high hand with them as it is" he
protested. "It's safer to kill a Citizen than bloody a Prole's nose; they have dl sorts of laws to protect
them.”

"There are dl sorts of laws to protect the Paratime Secret,” Val replied. "And | think there are one or
two laws againg murdering members of the Executive Council. In case P.P.L. makes any trouble, they
aren't here; they have fathfully joined their beloved master in his refuge on PolTerm. But one or both of
them work for the Organization.”



"You're sure of that?"'

"The Organization is too thorough not to have had a sy in Sdgath's household. It wasn't Zinganna,
because she's volunteered to talk to us under narco-hyp. So who does thet leave?!

"W, that's different; that makes them suspects.” The lieutenant seemed relieved. "Well pump thet pair
out right away."

When he got back to Tortha Karf's office, the Chief was awake, and doodling on his notepad with his
multicolor pen. V|l looked at the pad and winced, the Chief was doodling bugs again—red ants with
black legs, and blue-and-green besetles. Then he saw that the psychist, Nentrov Dard, was drinking
graight 150-proof pam-rum.

"Wdl, tdl methe worst," he said.

"Our boy's memory-obliterated,” Nentrov Dard said, draining his glass and filling it again. "And he's plas
[Pg 72)tered with pseudo-memories afoot thick. Itll be five or Sx ten-days before we can get dl that Suff
peded off and get him unblocked. | put him to deegp and had him transposed to Police Termind. I'm
going there, mysdf, tomorrow morning, after I've had some deep, and get to work on him. If you're
hoping to get anything useful out of himintime to head off this Council crigis that's building up, just forget
it

"And that leaves us right back with our old friends, the Wizard Traders" Tortha Karf added. "And if
they've decided to suspend activities on the Kholghoor Sector, too—" He began drawing a big blue and
black spider in the middle of the pad.

Nentrov Dard crushed out his cigar, drank his rum, and got to his feet.

"W, good night, Chief; Vdl. If you decide to wake me up before 1000, send somebody you want to
get rid of in ahurry." He walked around the deck and out the side door.

"I hope they don't," Vdl said to Tortha Karf. "Redlly, though, | doubt if they do. Thisis their chance to
pick up a lot of daves chegply; the Croutha are too busy to bother haggling. I'm going through to
Pol Term, now; when Ddla and Zinganna get through, tdl them to join me there.”

On Palice Termind, he found Kostran Galth, the agent who had been sdlected to impersonate Sdgath
Trod. After cdling Zulthran Torv, the mathematician in charge of the Computer Office and giving him the
Esaron time-line designations and Nentrov Dard's ideas about them, he spent about an hour briefing
Kostran Gdth on the role he was to play. Fndly, he undressed and went to bed on a couch in the rest
room behind the office.

It was noon when he woke. After showering, shaving and dressing hadtily, he went out to the desk for
breakfast, which arrived while he was putting a cal through to Ranthar Jard, at Nharkan Equivalent.



"Your idea pad off, Chief's Assgant,” the Kholghoor SecReg Subchief told him. "The daves gave us a
lot of physicd description data on the estate, and told us about new fidds that had been cleared, and a
dam this Lord Ghromdour was building to flood some new rice-paddies. We located a bet of about five
parayears where these improvements had been made: we started boomeranging the whole belt, time line
by timeline. So far, we have ten or fifteen pictures of the main square a Sohram showing Croutha with
firearms, and pictures of Wizard Trader camps and conveyer heads on the same time lines. Here, let me
show you; thisis from an airboat over the forest outside the equivaent of Sohram.”

There was no jungle vishle when the view changed; nothing but clusters of sted towers and platforms
and buildings that marked conveyer heads, and a large rectangle of red-and-white antigrav-buoys
moored to warn air traffic out of the area being boom[py 73)eranged. The pickup seemed to be pointed
downward from the bow of an airboat drding at about ten thousand fedt.

"Bdlsready to go," avoice caled, and then repeated a dring of time-line designations. "Edtimated return,
1820, give or take four minutes.”

"Vath" Ranthar Jard sad, evidently out of the boat's radio. "Your telecast is being beamed on
Dhergabar Equivaent; Chief's Assistant Verkan is watching. When do you estimate your next return?'

"Any moment, now, Sr; we're holding this drop till they remateridize.”

Vdl watched unblinkingly, his fork poised hdfway to his mouth. Suddenly, about a thousand feet below
the eye of the pickup, there was a series of blue flashes, and, an indant later, a blossoming of
red-and-white parachutes, gected from the photo-reconnaissance bdls that had returned from the
Kholghoor Sector.

"All right; drop away," the boat captain cdled. There was a gush, from underneeath, of eight-inch spheres,
thelr conductor-mesh twinkling golden-bright in the sunlight. They dropped in a tight cluster for a
thousand or so feet and then flashed and vanished. From the ground, Sx or eight aircars rose to meet the
descending parachutes and catch them.

The screen went cubist for amoment, and then Ranthar Jard's swarthy, wide-jawed face looked out of it
agan. He took his pipe from his mouth.

"WEell probably get a positive out of the batch you just saw coming in," he said. "We get one out of about
every two drops.”

"Message a lig of the time-line designations you've gotten so far to Zulthran Torv, a Computer Office
here" Vdl sad. "He's working on the Esaron Sector dope; we think a pattern can be established. I'll be
seding you in about five hours, I'm rocketing out of here as soon as | get a few more things cleared up
here

Zulthran Torv, normaly cautious to the degree of pessmiam, was jubilant when Val cdled him.

"We have something, Val," he said. "It is, roughly, what Dr. Nentrov suggested—each of the intervals
between the desgnations is a very minute but very exact fraction of the difference between lesser



designation and the base-line designation.”
"You have the base-line desgnation?' V| demanded.

"Oh, yes. That's what | was tdling you. We worked that out from the designations you gave me" He
recited it. "All the designations you gave me are—"

Vdl wasn't ligening to him. He frowned in puzzlement.
"That's not a FHfth Leve desgnation,” he said. "That's First Levd!"
"That's correct. First Levd Abzar Sector.”

"Now why in blazes didn't anybody think of that before?' he marveled, and as he did, he knew the
answer. Nobody ever thought of the Abzar sector.

Twelve millennia ago, the world[pyg 74] of the Firs Level had been exhausted;, having used up the
resources of their home planet, Mars, a hundred thousand years before, the descendants of the
population that had migrated across space had repeated on the third planet the devastation of the fourth.
The ancestors of Verkan Val's people had discovered the principle of paratime trangpostion and had
begun to explait an infinity of worlds on other lines of probability. The people of the First Levd Dwarma
Sector, reduced by sheer darvation to a tiny handful, had abandoned ther cities and renounced thar
technologies and created for themsdves a farm-and-village culture without progress or change or
curiogty or struggle or ambition, and a way of life in which every day was like every other day that had



been or that would come.

The Abzar people had done neither. They had wasted their resources to the ladt, fighting bitterly over the
ultimate crumbs, with fisson bombs, and with muskets, and with swords, and with spears and clubs, and
finelly they had died out, leaving a planet of amost uniform desert dotted with vast empty cities which
even twelve thousand years had hardly begun to obliterate.

So nobody on the Paratime Sector went to the Abzar Sector. There was nothing there—except a
hiding-place.

"W, message that to Subchief Ranthar Jard, Kholghoor Sector at Nharkan Equivadent, and to Subchief
Vulthor, Esaron Sector, Novilan Equivdent,” Vdl said. "And be sure to mark what you send Vulthor,
ITmmediate attention Deputy Subchief Skordran.[pPg 75™

That reminded him of something; as soon as he was through with Zulthran, he got out an order in the
name of Tortha Karf authorizing Skordran Kirv's promotion on a permanent basis and messaged it out.
Something was going to have to be done with Vulthor Tharn, too. A promotion of course—say Deputy
Bureau Chief. Hypno-Mech Tape Library a Dhergabar Home Time Line there Vulthor's passon for
procedure and his caution would be assets insteed of liabilities He called Vlagthor Arph, the Chief's
Deputy assigned to him as adjutant.

"I want more troops from ServSec and IndSec,” he said. "Go over the TO's and see what can be spared
from where; don't dtrip any time line, but get a force of the order of about three divisons. And locete dl
the big antigrav-equipped ship trangposition docks on Commercid and Passenger Sectors, and alig of
fraghters and passenger ships that can be commandeered in a hurry. We think we've spotted the time
line the Organization's usng as a base. As soon as we raid a couple of places near Nharkan and Novilan
Equivdents we're going to movein for a planet-wide deanup.”

"l get it, Chief's Assgtant. | do everything | can to get ready for a big move, without letting anything lesk
out. After you drike the firg blow, there won't be any security problem, and the lid will be off. In the
meantime, | make up agenerd plan, and dert dl our own people. Right?'

"Right. And for your information, the base isnt Ffth Levd; it's Fird Levd Abzar." He gave the
designation.

Vlasthor Arph chuckled. "W, think of thet! I'd even forgotten there was an Abzar Sector. Sl | tdl
the reporters that?"

"Fangs of Fasf, no!" Vadl farly howled. Then, curioudy: "What reporters? How'd they get onto
PolTerm?'

"About fifty or Sxty news-service people Chief Tortha sent down here, this morning, with orders to
prevent them from filing any stories from here but to let them cover the raids, when they come off. We
were ingructed to furnish them wegpons and audio-visua equipment and vocowriters and anything dse
they needed, and—"



Vdl grinned. "That was one I'd never thought of," he admitted. "The old fox is dill the old fox. No, tdl
them nothing; well just take them dong and show them. Oh, and where are Dr. Hadron Ddla and that
gr of Sdgath Trod's?'

"They're desping, now. Rest Room Eighteen.”

Ddlaand Zinganna were adeep on a big mound of dlk cushions in one corner, their glossy black heads
close together and Zingannds brown am around Ddlas white shoulder. Ther faces were cdmly
beautiful in repose, and they amiled dightly, as though they were wandering through a happy dream. For
alitle while, V| stood looking at them, then he[Py 76] began whidling softly. On the third or fourth bar,
Ddlawoke and sat up, waking Zinganna, and blinked a him perplexedly.

"What timeisit?' she asked.

"About 1245," he told her.

"Ohhh! We jugt got to deep,” she said. "We're both bushed!"

"You had a hard time. Fed dl right after your narco-hyp, Zinganna?'

"It wasn't s0 bad, and | had anice deep. And Ddla ... Dr. Hadron, | mean—"
"Ddla" Vdl's wife corrected. "Remember what | told you?'

"Ddla, then," Zinganna amiled. "Dala gave me some hypno-treatment, too. | don't fed so badly about
Trod, any more.”

"Wl look, Zinganna. We're going to have a man impersonate Councilman Salgath on a telecast. The
cosmeticians are meking him over now. Would you find it too painful to meet him, and talk to him?'

"No, | wouldn't mind. | can criticize the impersonation; remember, | knew Trod very wdl. You know, |
was his hogtess, too. | met many of the people with whom he was associated, and they know me. Would
things look more convincing if | appeared on the telecast with your man?'

"It certainly would; it would be a great hdp!" he told her enthusadticdly. "Maybe you girls ought to get
up, now. The telecast ign't till 1930, but there's alot to be done getting ready.”

Ddla yawned. "What | get, trying to be a cop,” she said, then caught the other girl's hands and rose,
pulling her up. "Come on, Zinna, we have to get to work!"



Vdl rose from behind the reading-screen in Ranthar Jard's office, sretching his arms over his head. For
amaog an hour, he had sat there pushing buttons and twiddling selector and magnification-adjustment
knobs, looking at the pictures the Kholghoor-Nharkan cops had taken with auto-return bals dropped
over the spatiad equivaent of Sohram. One set of pictures, taken at two thousand feet, showed the
centrd sguare of the city. The effects of the Croutha sack were planly visble so were the captives
herded together under guard like cattle. By increasing magnification, he looked at groups of the barbarian
conquerors, big men with blond or reddish-brown hair, in loose shirts and baggy trousers and rough
cowhide buskins. Many of them wore bowl-shaped hdmets, some had shirts of ring-mail, dl of them
carried long straght swords with cross-hilts, and about hdf of them had pitals thrust through their belts
or muskets dung from their shoulders.

The other set of pictures showed the Wizard Trader camps and conveyer heads. In each case, a wide
ovd had been burned out in the jungle, probably with heavy-duty heat guns. The camps were surrounded
with stout wire-mesh fence: in each there were a number of metd prefab-huts, and an inner fenced
dave-pen. A trall had been cut from each to ajpy 771 Smilaly cleared circle farther back in the forest, and
inthe centers of one or two of these circles he saw the actua conveyer domes. There was agreat ded of
activity in dl of them, and he screwed the magnification-adjusment to the limit to scrutinize each humen
figure in turn. A few of the men, he was sure, were First Leve Citizens, more were dther Proles or
outtimers. Quite afew of them were of a dark, heavy-festured, black-bearded type.

"Some of these fdlows look like Second Levd Khiftans" he said. "Rush an individud picture of each
one, maximum magnification consstent with darity, to Dhergabar Equivaent to be transposed to Home
TimeLine. You get dl the dope from Zulthran Torv?'

"Yes Abzar Sector,” Ranthar Jard said. "I'd never have thought of that. Wonder why they used tha
series system, though. 1'd have tried to spot my operations as completely at random as possible.”

"Only thing they could have done" Vdl said. "When we get hold of one of their conveyers, we're going
to find the control pand's jus a mess of ahbitrary symbols and ther€ll be something like a
computer-machine built into the control cabinet, to select the right time line whenever a did's st or a
button pushed, and the only way that could be done would be by establishing some kind of a numerica
series. And we were trusingly expecting to locate ther base from one of their conveyerst Why, if we
give dl those people in the pictures narco-hyps, we won't learn the base-line designation; none of them
will know it. They just go where the conveyers take them.”

"Wadl, we're dl set now,” Ranthar Jard sad. "I have a plan of attack worked out; subject to your
gpprova, I'm ready to start implementing it now." He glanced at his watch. "The Sagath telecast is over,
on Home Time Line, and in alittle while, a transcript will be on thistime line. Want to watch it here, 9r?"

Thetelecast screen in the living room of Tortha Karf's town gpartment was 4ill on; in it, a gifl with bright
red har danced dowly to soft music againg a background of shifting color. The four men who sat in a
semidirde facing it Sipped ther drinks and watched idly.

"Ought to be getting some sort of public reaction soon,” Tortha Karf said, glancing at his watch.



"Wdl, Il have to admit, it was done convinangly,” Zostha Olv, the Chief Interoffice Codrdinator,
admitted grudgingly. "I'd have bdlieved it, if | hadn't known the redl facts™

"Shooting it againg the background of those wide windows was smart,” Lovranth Rolk said. "Every
schoolchild would recognize that view of the rocketport as being on Police Termind. And induding that
grl Zinganng; that was ared masterpiece!”

"I've met her, afew times" Elbraz Vark, the Political Liason Assgtant, sad. "lan't she lovey!"

"Good actress, too," Tortha Karf[pg 78] said. "It's not easy to impersonate yoursdlf.”

"Wdl, Kostran Gdth did a fine job of acting, t0o,” Lovranth Rolk sad. "Tha was done to
perfection—the distinguished politician, supported by hisloyd migtress, bravely facing the disgraceful end

of his public career.”

"You know, | believe | could get that girl a booking with one of the big theetricd companies. Now that
Sdgath's dead, shell need somebody to look after her.”

"What sharp, furry ears you have, Mr. Elbraz!" Zostha Olv grunted.

The mudc stopped as though cut off with a knife, and the dim girl with the red har vanished in a shatter
of many colors. When the screen cleared, one of the announcers was looking out of it.

"We interrupt the program for an important newscast of a sensationa development in the Sdlgeth affair,”
he sad. "Your next speaker will be Yandar Y add—"

"I thought you'd managed to get that blabbermouth transposed to Pol Term,” Zostha said.

"Hewouldn't go." Tortha Karf replied. "Said it was just atrick to get him off Home Time Line during the
Coundl crigs”

Yandar Yadd had appeared on the screen as the pickup swung about.

"... Recording ogtengbly made by Councilman Sdgath on Police Termind Time Line, and telecast on
Home Time Line an hour ago. Wel, | don't know who he was, but | now have postive proof that he
definitdy was not Salgath Trod!"

"Were sunk!" Zostha Olv grunted. "He'd never make a satement like that unless he could prove it

"... Something suspicious about the whole thing, from the beginning," the newsman was saying. "So |
checked. If you recal, the actor impersonating Sagath gestured rather fredy with his hands, in imitation
of a wdl-known manneriam of the red Sagath Trod; a& one point, the bal of his right thumb was
presented directly to the pickup. Here's aill of that scene.”

He stepped aside, reveding a viewscreen behind him; when he pressed a button, the screen lighted; on it



was a sationary picture of Kostran Gath as Sdgeth Trod, hisright hand raised in front of him.

"Now watch this. I'm going to step up the magnification, dowly, so that you can be sure there's no
subdtitution. Camera alittle closer, Trath!"

The screen in the background seemed to advance, untl it filled the entire screen. Yandar Yadd was dill
taking, out of the picture; a metal-tipped pointer came into the picture, touching the right thumb, which
grew larger and larger until it was the only thing vishble.

"Now here" Yandar Yadd's voice continued. "Any of you who are familiar with the ancient science of
dactyloscopy will recognize this thumb as having the ridge-pattern known as a ‘twin loop." Even with the
high degree of magnification posjPg 79]Sble with the microgrid screen, we can't bring out the individud
ridges, but the pattern is unmistakable. 1 ask you to memoarize that image, while | show you another right
thumb print, this time a certified photo-copy of the thumb print of the red Sdgath Trod." The
megnification was reduced alittle, a card was moved into the picture, and it was stepped up again. "See,
this thumb print is of the type known as a ‘tented arch.” Observe the difference.”

"That does it!" Zogtha Olv cried. "Karf, for the fird and last time, let me remind you that | opposed this
lunecy from the beginning. Now, what are we going to do next?'

"l suggest that we get to Headquarters as soon as we can,” Tortha Karf said. "If we wait too long, we
may not be able to get in."

Yandar Yadd was back on the screen, denouncing Tortha Karf passionately. Tortha went over and
snapped it off.

"l suggest we transpose to PolTerm,” Lovranth Rolk said. "It won't be so easy for them to serve a
summons on us there”

"You can go to PolTerm if you want to," Tortha Karf retorted. "I'm going to stay here and fight back, and
if they try to serve me with a summons, they'd better send a robot for a process server.”

"Hght back!" Zostha Olv echoed. "You can't fight the Council and the whole Management! They'll tear
you into inch bitd"

"I can hold them off till Vdl's able to raid those Abzar Sector bases,” Tortha Karf said. He thought for a
moment. "Maybe thisisdl for the best, after dl. If it distracts the Organi zation's attention—"

"I wish we could have made a boomerang-bal reconnaissance” Ranthar Jard was saying, watching one
of the viewscreens, in which afilm, taken from an airboat transposed to an adjoining Abzar sector time
ling, was being shown. The boat had circled over the Ganges, a mere trickle between wide, deeply cut
banks, and was crossing a gullied plain, sparsely grown with thornbush. "The base ought to be about
there, but we have no idea what sort of changes this gang has made."



"Wdl, we couldn't: we didn't dare take the chance of it being spotted. This has to be a complete surprise.
Itll be about like the other place, the one the daves described. There won't be any permanent buildings.
This operation only started a few months ago, with the Croutha invasion; it may go on for four or five
months, till the Croutha have dl ther surplus captives sold off. That country,” he added, gesturing at the
screen, "will be flooded out when the rains come. See how it's suffered from flood-erosion. There won't
be athing there that can't be knocked down and transposed out in a day or s0."

"I wish you'd let me go dong,” Ranthar Jard worried.

"We cant do that, either,” Vdl said. "Somebody's got to be in charge here, and you know your own
people[Pg 80] better than | do. Beside, this won't be the last operation like this. Next time, I'l have to stay
on Police Termind and command from a desk; | want firsg-hand experience with the outtime end of the
job, and thisis the only way | can get it."

He watched the four police-girls who were working & the big terrain board showing the area of the
Police Termind time line around them. They had covered the miniaure buildings and platforms and
towers with a fine mesh, a a scde-equivdent of fifty feet; each intersection marked the location of a
three-foot conveyer bal, loaded with a degp-gas bomb and rigged with an automatic detonator which
would explode it and release the gas as soon as it remateridized on the Abzar Sector. Higher, on diff
wires that raised them to what represented three thousand feet, were the disks that stood for ten
hundred-foot conveyers; they would carry squads of Paratime Police in aircars and thirty-foot air boats.
There was a ring of big two-hundred-foot conveyers a mile out; they would carry the armor and the
arborne infantry and the little two-man scooters of the ar-cavdry, from the Service and Indudrid
Sectors. Directly over the spatid equivdent of the Kholghoor Sector Wizard Traders conveyers was the
angle disk of Verkan Vdl's command conveyer, a a represented five thousand feet, and in a hdf-mile
crcle around it were the five news service conveyers.

"Where's the ship-conveyer?' he asked.

"Actudly it's on antigrav about five miles north of here" one of the girls said. "Representationally, about
where Subchief Ranthar's ganding.”

Ancther girl added a few more hits to the network that represented the deep-gas bombs and stepped
back, taking off her earphones.

"Everything'sin place, now, Assstant Verkan," she told him.
"Good. I'm going aboard, now," he said. "You can haveit, Jard."

He shook hands with Ranthar Jard, who moved to the switch which would activate dl the conveyers
smultaneoudy, and accepted the good wishes of the girls at the terrain board. Then he waked to the
mesh-covered dome of the hundred-foot conveyer, with the five news service conveyers surrounding it in
as regular acirde as the buildings and towers of the regular conveyer heads would permit. The members
of his own detall, smoking and chatting outside, saw him and started moving ingde; so did the news
people. A public-address speaker began ydping, in a hundred voices dl over the area, warning those
who were going with the conveyers to get aboard. He went in through a door, between two aircars, and
on to the centrd control-desks, going up to a visscreen over which somebody had crayoned "Novilan



EQ." It gave hm a view, over the shoulder of a man in the uniform of a fidd agent third class, of the
interior of a conveyer like his own.

"Hdlo, Assstant Verkan," a voice came out of the speaker under the[Pg 81] screen, as the man moved his
lips "Deputy Skordran! Here's Chief's Assgtant Verkan, now!"

Skordran Kirv moved in front of the screen as the operator got up from his stool.

"Hedlo, Vdl; were dl set to move out as soon as you give the word,” he said. "We're dl in pogtion on
antigrav.”

"That's smat work. Weve jus finished our gasbomb net,” Val said. "Going on antigrav now," he
added, as he fdt the domel lift. "I hope you won't be too disappointed if you draw a blank on your end.”

"We redlize that they've closed out the whole Esaron Sector,” Skordran Kirv, eight thousand odd miles
away, replied. "We're taking in a couple of ships, we're going to make a survey dl up the coast. There
are alot of other sectors where daves can be sold inthis area.”

In the outsde viewscreen, tuned to a dowly rotating pickup on the top of a tower spatidly equivdent
with a room in a tal buildng on Second Levd Triplanetary Empire Sector, he could see his own
conveyer rigng verticdly, with the news conveyers following, and the troop conveyers, severa miles
away, coming into position. Andly, they were dl placed; he reported the fact to Skordran Kirv and then
picked up a hand-phone.

"Everybody ready for trangpostion?' he cdled. "On my count. Thirty seconds ... Twenty seconds ...
Fifteen seconds ... Five seconds ... Four seconds ... Three seconds ... Two seconds ... One second, out!

All the screens went gray. The indde of the dome passed into another space-time continuum, even into
another kind of space-time. The transposition would take haf an hour; that seemed to be the time needed
to build up and collapse the trangposition fidd, regardiess of the paratempora distance covered. The
dome above and around them vanished; the bare, tower-forested, building-dotted world of Police
Termind vanished, too, into the uniform green of the uninhabited FHfth Level. A planet could take pretty
good care of itsdf, he thought, if people would only leave it done. Then he began to see the fidds and
villages of Fourth Levd. Cities appeared and vanished, growing higher and vaster as they went across the
more dvilized Third Levd. One was under ar attack—there was dmod never a paratemporal
trangposition which did not run through some scene of battle.

He unbuckled his belt and took off his boots and tunic; dl around him, the others were doing the same.
Sleep-gas didn't have to be breathed; it could enter the nervous system by any orifice or lesion, even a
pore or a scratch. A spacesuit was the only protection. One of the detectives helped him on with his
metad and plagtic armor; before seding his gauntlets, he reciprocated the assstance, then checked the
needler and blaster and the long batonlike ultrasonic pardyzer on his belt and made sure that the radio



and sound-phones[py 87] in his hdmet were working. He hoped that the frantic efforts to gather severd
thousand spacesuits onto Police Termind from the Indudtrial and Commercid and Interplanetary Sectors
hadn't started rumors which had gotten to the ears of some of the Organization's ubiquitous agents.

The country below was dready tuming to the parched browns and yellows of the Abzar Sector. There
was not another of the conveyersin sght, but dectronic and mechanica lag in the individud controls and
even the distance-difference between them and the centra radio control would have prevented them from
going into trangpodition at the same fractiona microsecond. The recon-details began piling into their cars.
Then the red light overhead winked to green, and the dome flickered and solidified into cold, inert metd.
The screens lighted up again, and Val could see Skordran Kirv, across Asa and the Pacific, getting into
hishedmet. A dot of light in the center of the underview screen widened as the mesh under the conveyer
irised open around the pickup.

Bdow, the Organization base—big rectangles of fenced dave pens, with metd barracks insde; the huge
cdrde of the Kholghoor Sector conveyer-head building, and a andler dructure that must house
conveyers to other Abzar Sector time lines the work-shops and living quarters and hangars and
warehouses and docks—was wreathed in white-green mist. Thering of conveyers a three thousand fegt
were opening and spewing out aircars and airboats, farther away, the greater ring of heavy conveyers
were unloading armored and shielded combat-craft. An aircar which must have been above the reach of
the gas was dresking away toward the west, with three police cars after it. As he watched, the ar
around it fairly szzled blue with the rays of neutron disruption blasters, and then it blew apart. The three
police cars turned and came back more dowly. The three-thousand-ton passenger ship which had been
hedtily fitted with armament was drding about; the great dock conveyer which had brought it was gone,
trangposed back to Police Termind to pick up another ship.

He recorded a message announcing the arriva of the task-force, pulled out the tape and seded it in a
capule, and put the capsule in a mesh message bal, ataching it to a couple of wires and flipping a
switch. The bdl flashed and vanished, leaving the wires deanly sheared off. When it got back to Police
Temind, hdf an hour later, it would remaeridize, gect a parachute, and turn on a whidle to cdl
attention to itsdf. Then he sealed on hishdmet, dimbed into an aircar, and turned on his helmet-radio to
speak to the driver. The car lifted afew inches, floated out an open port, and dived downward.



He landed at the big conveyer-head building. There were spaces for fifty[Py 83 conveyers around it, and
dl but eght of them were in place. One mus have arrived since the gas bombs burs; it was crammed
with sensdless Kharanda daves. A couple of Paratime Police officers were towing a tank of deep-gas
around on an antigrav-lifter, mantaning the proper concentration in case aty more came in. At the
smdler conveyer building, there were no conveyers, only a number of red-lined fifty-foot circles around a
centrd two-hundred-foot circle. The Organization personnd there had been dragged outsde, and a
group of paracops were sedling it up, indaling robot watchmen, and preparing to flood it with gas. At the
dave pens, a dring of two-hundred-foot conveyers, having unloaded soldiers and fighting-gear, were
coming in to take on unconscious daves for trangpodtion to Police Termind. Aircars and airboats were
bringing in gassed davers, they were being shackled and dumped into the dave barracks; as soon as the
gas cleared and they could be brought back to consciousness, they would be narco-hypnotized and
questioned.

He had finished a tour of the warehouses, looking at the kegs of gunpowder and the casks of brandy, the
piles of pig lead, the stacks of cases containing muskets. These mugt have dl come from some low-order
[Pg 84] handcraft time line. Then there were swords and hatchets and knives that had been made on
Industrid Sector—the Organization must be getting them through some legitimate trading company—and
mirrors and perfumes and synthetic fiber textiles and cheap jewdry, of amilar provenance. It looked as



though this suff had been brought in by ship from somewhere ese on this time ling, the warehouses were
too far from the conveyers and right beside the ship dock—

There was a tremendous exploson somewhere. V|l and the men with him ran outside, looking about, the
sound-phones of their hdmets giving them no idea of the source of the sound. One of the policemen
pointed, and Vdl's eyes followed hisarm. The ship that had been transposed in in the big conveyer was
fdling, blown in hdf; as he looked, both sections hit the ground severd miles avay. A Strange ship, a
freighter, was coming in fast, and as he watched, a blue spark winked from her bow as a heavy-duty
blaster was activated. There was another exploson, overhead; they dl ran for shdter as Vdl's
command-conveyer disntegrated into faling scrap-metd. At once, dl the other conveyers which were on
antigrav began flashing and vanishing. That was the right, the only, thing to do, he knew. But it was
leaving him and his men isolated and under attack.

"So that wasit," Dagroth Sorn, the Paratime Commissioner for Security said, reieved when Tortha Karf
hed finished.

"Yes and I'll repeat it under narco-hyp, too,” Tortha Karf added.

"Oh, don't tak that way, Karf,” Dagroth Sorn scolded. He was at least a century Tortha Karf's senior;
he had the face of an dderly and sore-toothed lion. "You wanted to keep this prisoner under wraps till
you could mind-pump him, and you wanted the Organization to think Salgath was dive and taking. |
approve both. But—"

He gestured to the viewscreen across the room, tuned to a pickup back of the Speaker's chair in the
Council Chamber. Tortha Karf turned a knob to bring the sound volume up.

"Wdl. I'm raidng this point,” a member from the Management seets in the center was saying, "because
these earlier charges of illegd arrest and illegd detention are part and parcel with the charges growing out
of the telecast lagt evening.”

"W, that telecast was a fake; that's been established,” somebody on the left heckled.

"Coundilman Sdgath's confesson on the evening of One-Six-Two Day wasn't a fake, the Management
supporter, Nanthav Skov, retorted.

"Whl, then why was it necessary to fake the second one?’
A light began winking on the big panel in front of the Speaker, Asthar Varn.
"I recognize Councilman Hasthor Han," Asthar said.

"I believe | can congtruct a theory[Pg 85] that will explain that,” Hasthor Han said. "'l suggest that when the
Paratime Police were quedtioning Councilman Sdgath under narco-hypnosis, he made Statements



incriminating ether the Paratime Police as awhole or some member of the Paratime Police whom Tortha
Karf had to protect—say somebody like Assgant Verkan. So they jud killed him, and made up this

impostor—"

Tortha Karf began, dphabeticdly, to blagpheme every god he had ever heard of. He had only gotten as
far as a Fourth Leve deity named Allah when a red light began flashing in front of Asthar Varn, and the
voice of a page-robot, amplified, roared:

"Point of specid urgency! Point of specia urgency! It has been requested that the news telecast screen
be activated a once, with playback to 1107. An important bulletin has just come in from Nagorabar,
Home Time Line, on the Indian subcontinent—"

"You can stop swearing, now, Karf," Dagroth Sorn grinned. "I think thisisit.”

Kostran Gdth sat on the edge of the couch, with one am around Zingannas wast; on the other sde of
him, Hadron Ddlalay &t full length, her elbows propped and her chinin her hands. The screen in front of
them showed a fading sunset, dthough it was only alittle past noon a Dhergabar Equivdent. A dark ship
was coming dowly in againg the red sky; in the center of a wirefenced compound a hundred-foot
conveyer hung on antigrav twenty feet from the ground, and beyond, a long metd prefab-shed was
Folling light from open doors and windows.

"Tha crowd that was just taken in won't be finished for a couple of hours™ a voice was saying. "I don't
know how much they'll be adle to tdl; the psychists say they're dl tdling about the same stories. What
those Sories are, of course, I'm not able to repeat. After the trouble caused by a certain news
commentator who shdl be nameess—he's not connected with this news service, I'm happy to
say—we're dl leaning over backward to keep from bresking Paratime Police security.

"One thing; shortly after the arriva of the second ship from Police Termind—and bdlieve me, that ship
camein jus inthe nick of timel—the dead Abzar city which the criminds were usng as their main base
for thistime line, and from which they launched the air attack againgt us, was located, and now word has
come in that it is entirdy in the hands of the Paratime Police. Persondly, | doubt if a great ded of
information has been gotten from any prisoners taken there. The lengths to which this Organization went
to keep their own people in ignorance is Smply unbdievable™

A man appeared for amoment in the lighted doorway of the shed, then stepped outside.
"Look!" Ddlacried. "Therés vdl!"

"Therés Assgant Verkan, now,"[Pg 86 the commentator agreed. "Chief's Assgtant, would you mind
sying afew words, here? | know you're a busy man, sir, but you are aso the public hero of Home Time
Line, and everybody will be glad if you say something to them—"



Tortha Karf sedled the door of the gpartment behind them, then activated one of the robot servants and
sent it gliding out of the room for drinks. Verkan Val took off his bet and holster and lad them aside,
then dropped into a deep chair with asgh of rdief. Ddla advanced to the middle of the room and stood
looking about in surprised ddlight.

"Didnt expect this from the mess outade?' Vadl asked. "You know, you redly are on the paracops,
now. Nobody off the Force knows about this hideout of the Chief's.”

"Youd better find a place like this, too," Tortha Karf advised. "From now on, youll have about as much
privecy at that gpartment in Turquoise Towers as you'd enjoy on the stage of Dhergabar Opera House."

"Just what ismy new position?' Vdl asked, hunting his cigarette case out of his tunic. "Duplicate Chief of
Paratime Police?’

The robot came back with three tal glasses and a refrigerated decanter on its top. It stopped in front of
Tortha Karf and dewed around on its treads; he filled a glass and sent it to the char where Dala had
seated hersdf; when she got a drink, she sent it to Val. Vdl sent if back to Tortha Karf, who turned it
off.

"No; you have the modifier in the wrong place. You're Chief of Duplicate Paratime Police. You take the
setup you have now, and expand it; continue the present lines of investigation, and be ready to exploit
anything new that comes up. You won't bother with any of this routine flying-saucer-scare Suff; just
handle the Organization business. Thet'll keep you busy for along time, I'm afraid.”

"I notice you dammed down on the firg Council member who began shouting about how you'd wiped
out the Great Paratempora Crime-Ring," Vdl said.

"Yes It ignt wiped out, and it won't be wiped out for a long time. | shdl be unspeskably ddighted if,
when | turn my job over to you, you haveit wiped out. And even then, therell be a loose end to pick up
every now and then till you retire”

"We have Council and the Management with us, now,” Vdl said. "This was the firgd secret sesson of
Executive Council in over two thousand years. And | thought I'd drop dead when they passed that
moation to submit themselves to narco-hypnosis.”

"A few Councilmen are going to drop dead before they can be narco-hypped,” Ddla prophesied over
therim of her glass.

"A few have dready. | have a lig of about a dozen of them who have had faid accidents or committed
suicide, or just died or vanished snce[py 87] the news of your raid broke. Four of them | saw, in the



screen, jump up and run out as soon as the news came in, on One-Six-Five Day. And a lot of other
people; our friend Yandar Y add's dropped out of sght, for one. You heard what we got out of those
servants of Sdgath Trod's?!

"l didnt," Ddla said. "What?"

"Both spies for the Organization. They reported to a woman named Farilla, who ran a fortune-tdling
parlor in the Prole digtrict. Her occult powers didn't warn her before we sent a squad of plain-clothes
men for her. That was an entirdy illegd arrest, by the way, but it netted us a lig of about three hundred
prominent palitica, business and socid persons whose servants have been reporting to her. She thought
she was working for a telecast gosspis.”

"That's why we have a new butler, darling,” Val interrupted. "Kandagro was reporting on us™
"Who did she pass the reports on to?' Ddla asked.

Tortha Karf beamed. "She thinks more like a cop every time | talk to her,” he told Val. "You better
gopoint her your Specid Assgant. Why, about 1800 every day, some Prole would come in, give the
recognition dgn, and get the day's accumulation. We only got one of them, a fourteen-year-old girl.
We're having some trouble getting her deconditioned to a point where she can be hypnotized into talking;
by the time we do, they'll have everything closed out, | suppose. What's the latest from Abzar Sector? |
missed the lagt report in the rush to get to this Council sesson.”

"All gtdled. We're gill boomeranging the sector, but it's about five billion time-lines deep, and the pattern
for the Kholghoor and Esaron Sectors doesn't seem to gpply. | think they have alot of these Abzar time
lines close together, and they get from one to another via some termind on Ffth Leve."

Tortha Karf nodded. It was impossible to make a trangpogtion of less than ten parayears—a hundred
thousand time lines. 1t was impossible that the fidd could build and collapse that soon.

"We dso think that this Abzar time line was only used for the Croutha-Wizard Trader operation. Nothing
we found there was more than a couple of months old; nothing since the lagt rainy season in India, for
ingance. Everything was cleaned out on Skordran Kirv's end.”

"Tdl him to try the Mississippi, Missouri and Ohio Vadleys" Tortha Karf said. "A lot of those daves are
aure to have been sold to Second Levd Khiftan Sector.”

"W, it looks as though our vacation's out the window for along time" Dala said resgnedly.

"Why don't you and Val go to my farm, on Ffth Leve Sdly,” Tortha Karf suggested. "I own the whole
idand, on that time line, and you can dways be reached in a hurry if anything comes up.”

"We could have as much fun there as on the Dwarma Sector,” [Py 8g] Ddla said. "Chief, could we take a
couple of friends dong?'

"Wdl, who?'



"Zinganna and Kostran Gdth," she replied. "They've gotten interested in one another; they're taking
about a tentative marriage.”

"It1l have to be mighty tentative," Val said. "Kostran Gdth can't marry a Prole.”
"Shewon't be aProle very long. I'm going to adopt her as my sder.”
Tortha Karf looked at her sharply. ™Y ou sure you know what you're doing, Ddla?' he asked.

"Of course I'm sure. | know that girl better than she knows hersdf. | narco-hypped her, remember.
Zinnasthe kind of a sgter I've dways wished 1'd had.”

"Wadl, that's dl right then. But about this marriage. She was in love with Sdgath Trod," Tortha Karf said.
"Now, she's identifying Agent Kostran with him—"

"She wasin love with the kind of man Sdgath could have been if he hadn't gotten into this Organization
filth," Ddlareplied. "Gdth is that kind of a man. They'll get dong dl right.”

"W, shell quaify on 1Q and generd psych rating for Citizenship. I'l say that. And she'sthe kind of girl |
like to see my boys take up with. Like you, Ddla Yes, of course; take them dong with you. Scily's big
enough that two couples won't get in each others way."

A phone-robot, its dender metd stlem topped by a metd globe, did into the room on its bal-rollers,
moving fateringly, like a blind man. It could sense Tortha Karf's dectro-encephdic wave-patterns, but it
was having trouble locating the source. They dl sat motionless, waiting; findly it came over to Tortha
Karf's chair and stopped. He unhooked the phone and held a lengthy whispered conversation with
somebody before replacing it.

"Now, there”" he explained to Ddla "That's a sample of why we have to sat up this duplicate
organization. Revolution just broke out at Ftanna, on Third Leve Tsorshay Sector; alot of our people,
maodlly tourists and students, are cut off from their conveyers by street fighting. Going to be a pretty
bloody business getting them out.” He finished his drink and got to hisfeet. "St dill; | just have to make a
few screen-calls. Send the robot for something to eat, V. I'll be right back.”
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